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CHAPTER I 


i 

D eborah sighed. Not much use being fairly nice to 
look at when the person whose opinion you care 
about most is thousands of miles away. 

The girl in the mirror looked wistfully back at the girl 
who was combing the short thick waves ot her red-gold hair. 

Three years is a long time ; people change. Yet she had 
not changed ; the dream—just as real—was still capable of 
quicke ning her heart-beats, and none of the men whom she 
had met m those years had succeeded in dimming the image 
of Barnaby Cardross’s handsome, insouciant face with the 
laughing blue eyes and curling pro^5~Cafiv e~mouth. 

Always wondering what news his next letter would bring, 
just lately she had begun to wonder if it would ever come, 
for it was a whole six months since he had written last. 

There were so many girls in the world, and it seemed 
almost impossible that he should not have met one who was 
capable of wiping away the last memory of a certain kiss in 
a moonlit garden, and scattering her own dreams into a 
handful of stardust instead of leaving them the chance of 
turning into the warm sunlight of realised love. 

She had told herself often that it was foolish, even un¬ 
reasonable of her ever to have believed he was serious, yet 
there was still that remembered: “ You’ll grow up while I am 
away—don’t quite forget me.” 

Arid he had gone on writing. Not love letters; it was 
what was left out of them far more than what was in them 
that mattered. Above all there was that hint of home¬ 
sickness, of loneliness to hold her; to make her go on 
feeling that Barnaby—no matter what Iris faults might have 
been in the opinions of the people who had had the casting 
vote in his life—had not had a very fair deal. 

5 
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And so twenty-year-old Deborah had gone on remember¬ 
ing the kiss which at seventeen had caused the bitter sweet 
awakening of her heart. 

What a lot had happened since then! “ Young Deb ” 
had become Miss Summers of Hightarn House; indepen¬ 
dent and with every right to do what she lilted with 
her life. Not for the first time Deborah wondered if the 
news which she had sent him could possibly have anything 
to do with this so much longer than usual break in the 
correspondence. It seemed so odd that he had not written 
at once to say he was pleased for her. She had not ex¬ 
pected him to be sorry about her uncle’s death. Old 
Trevor Brett had been a friend of Barnaby’s father and god¬ 
father to his elder brother ; there was no love lost between 
him and the wild, handsome younger Cardross. 

It was over four months now since Deb had i nherited 
the house and estate, together with the fortune"'of her - 
maternal unde. Old Trevor, who had been almost a 
j-ecluse for the last twenty-five years of his life, had been 
’also' the last of his line. The last full-blooded Brett who 
would live in the home of his ancestors. 

His sole surviving relatives were his two orphaned nieces 
—Deborah, the daughter of his sister who had married 
a far from well-off schoolmaster, and Clare Brett, whose 
father had been Trevor's younger brother. 

It was Deb who had inherited everything. From the time 
when her parents had been killed mountaineering in Swit¬ 
zerland, old Trevor had made himself responsible for her 
education, and she had always spent her summer holidays 
at Hightarn House, accompanied by a distant relative of 
Mr. Brett’s in whose charge he had put her. 

She was remembering that, a few moments later, as she 
shut the door of her bedroom behind her and walked along 
the short passage to the broad gallery landing, from which a 
curving staircase with ex quisitely carved oak banisters led 
down into the square hall below. ’ Pausing by the landing 
window with its deep cushioned seat, she stood for a few 
minutes looking down at the garden where “ a host of golden 
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daffodils ” were turning a shallow bank into a sheet of 
loveliness. Beyond the bank she could see over a low wall 
into the stable yard where old “ Jimmy ” Taylor was groom¬ 
ing Brown Betty, her favourite mare. 

“ Hello, Deb—still admiring the inheritance ? ” 

Deborah, whose thoughts had wandered away across the 
seas again, turned to face the girl whose footsteps had been 
muffled in the thick rugs covering the polished floor. 

“ Hello, Clare! You made me jump. I thought you 
were down.” 

“I overslept—or rather I’m afraid I dropped off again 
after I was called. Sorry! I’m suitably ashamed, I assure 
you.” 

“ But what a good idea! Why on earth be ashamed ? 
I have told you again and again that you have no need to 
get up so early. I’m sure Annie and Bessie Wilson would 
agree with me.” 

“ Annie and Mrs. Wilson both prefer my absence to my 
presence.” 

“ Hush ! ” Deborah glanced quickly down into the ball 
and then back at her cousin’s face. Meeting her eyes, 
Clare laughed, and Deb told herself that of course she had 
only been joking. It was stupid of her never to be quite 
sure whether Clare was half serious, and to feel a little 
upset.by remarks like that one about the inheritance just 
now. But then it had not taken her long to find out that 
the other girl—her elder by five years—could have a bitter 
tongue on occasion. 

Poor Clare ! Deb linked an arm through her cousin’s. 
“ It fills me with wicked joy that you should oversleep,” 
she announced gaily. “ You up-with-the-lark people are 
always so superior over people like me—who snatch the 
odd half-hour in bed and like it 1 ” 

“ But there’s no need for you to get up. I’m always 
telling you to have breakfast in bed,” said Clare. 

“ Lovey 1 I’m not that lazy I ” laughed Deb. “ I’m 
sure you are the girl who was punctual to the minute for 
school! I was always late.” 
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“ Never got a chance to be late, and at Sumnerfield,” 
replied Clare, “ five-thirty out of bed. In chapel by six 
with a couple of dozen brats whom I had to make sure were 
on their knees at the right moment. Thanks to Saint 
Deborah, I’m out of that penance.” This time there was 
neither laughter nor sarcasm in Clare’s clear voice. 

“ So, you see, I ought to be grateful for living in 
luxury.” 

. Deborah frowned. “ I’ve told you before, that’s a word 
I don't like—from you.” 

If Clare was a little warped how could anyone blame 
her ? With the generosity which was the biggest part of 
her, Deborah determinedly ignored the little sting which 
Clare’s speeches sometimes caused. That innate generosity 
and her fierce sense of justice were responsible for her 
cousin being a member of the household. 

Deb had always known vaguely of the other’s existence, 
but after having mentioned her once to old Trevor, never 
ventured to break his command not to speak of Clare again. 
For Clare was the daugher of Trevor Brett’s younger 
brother who, with the girl who had been Trevor’s promised 
wife and who had eloped with his brother on the eve of 
their wedding-day, had been responsible for turning the 
handsome, dashing master of Hightarn into the bitter recluse 
he had become. And so it was to his sister’s child he had 
determined to leave bis inheritance—for Clare, notone penny. 

At once Deborah had set inquiries afoot; traced her 
cousin and offered her a home, and a generous share of •, 
everything she possessed. At that time Clare, also an 
orphan, had a post as Assistant Matron in an orphanage in 
Sussex. It was the last work she liked or was fitted for, 
hut beggars cannot be choosers. She had to earn her 
living, and up to then, as she had changed her jobs rather 
too often, she was keeping that one—anyhow until she had 
saved some money. 

Yet, because of a strange, fierce inhibition which she liked 
to think was independence, she had refused to just go and 
live with Deb, saying how grateful she was, but that she 
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did not feel she could accept unless she could earn her home 
and what went with it by being of some real use. 

Deborah already had a relative of her mother’s living with 
her to fill the need for an older woman as companion, but 
her tact soon got over that scruple. What she needed first 
and foremost, she said frankly, was a girl near her own age 
to share things and have fun with, but if Clare insisted on 
making herself useful what a blessing it would be to have 
someone to do the household accounts, superintend the 
ordering, arrange things when she wanted to entertain. 
She pointed out that she was “ a complete mutt ” at domes¬ 
ticity, and though there would be a cook and some kind of 
staff, they would probably need tactful managing. 

" If you can take all that off my hands, Clare dear, and 
do accounts and write letters, you will be worth your weight 
in gold. Because, honestly, I’m lazy minded and rather 
dread it all,” she had announced. 

It was exaggeration, and in any case she had enough 
help, but since Clare wanted it that way she felt the job 
had to be made for her—if Clare knew that she gave no 
sign that she did, it saved her the “ humiliation ” of living 
on charity 1 So she collected her very generc^ salary 
with a free conscience and certainly made herself useful. 

II 

Walking downstairs together, the girls made a striking 
contrast. It would have been difficult to find two more 
ornamental young women ; Deb with her red-gold hair 
that was in such lovely contrast to her golden brown eyes, 
< with her milk and roses skin, her lovely wide mouth that 
' was so ready to laughter, and yet in response had a touch 
of obstinacy repeated in the strength of her rounded chin. 
There were no classical lines about Deb’s charming face— 
* the short nose went just the tiniest bit upward, but any 
irregularity of feature was more than compensated by her 
wonderful colouring, and the aura of vivid youth and joie de 
vivre surrounding her. 

^ Clare, with her black hair and brilliant green hazel eyes 
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in which gold seemed to have been spilled, had one of those 
thick creamy complexions that make the beauty of the fair¬ 
skinned brunette so exciting, But where her younger cousin 
gave herself with such generous lack of inhibition to life 
and the people she loved, there was a reticence, a secretive 
quietness about Clare. 

When the girls entered the morning-room Mrs. Falcon, 
known to Deborah as Cousin Amabel, was already at the 
breakfast table. 

Amabel Falcon was a childless widow who, when the 
tragedy which had robbed Deb of her parents had happened, 
had been living quietly in a south-coast town. Trevor Brett 
had contacted her and suggested that she should take over 
the care of his sister’s orphaned girl. He was ready to 
provide the money, and he wanted his niece to spend the 
majority of her holidays at Hightarn, but she would need 
a woman to “ keep an eye ” on her. .Even if this new 
interest had not promised such a very drastic change in 
her financial position, Mrs. Falcon’s tender heart would 
have forced her to take pity on the lonely child, and so she 
and Deborah had come into each other’s lives and remained 
in them ever since—to their mutual satisfaction. 

u Sorry we’re late, darling.” Deborah dropped a kiss on 
the older woman’s cheek as she passed. “ I just couldn’t 
hurry this morning, and as wonders will never cease, Clare 
overslept 1 ” 

“ I don’t think either of you is particularly late,” said 
Mrs. Falcon placidly, but her smile was for Deborah. “ l\ 
came down earlier than usual because I wanted Mr. Mac¬ 
donald to pack a box of flowers for me. You recollect dear 
old Mrs. Carson, Deb darling ? I always like to send some 
to her on her birthday,” 

“ I hope Macdonald got what you wanted,” said Deb. 

“ Yes, thank you, dear ; a lovely mass of spring flowers. 
You are going into Kendal this morning, are you not, Clare ? 
If you will post the box there it should be certain of delivery.” 

“ Certainly, Mrs. Falcon. I'll go to the post office first,” 
Clare agreed. 
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“ I would have come in to Kendal with you,” said 
Deborah, “ but I half promised to drive Keswick way with 
Dominic.” 

“ Date with Dominic,” murmured Clare, buttering toast 
and giving the other girl a sidelong, teasing look. It was 
Mrs. Falcon who noticed that the smile on her lips did not 
touch the green hazel eyes. 

However easy-going Amabel Falcon was, there was very 
little about Clare that missed her. It hurt her good nature to 
discover that her first impression of the girl with whom 
Deb was ready to share so much, only hardened as the 
months went by. In fact she had never come so near to 
violent dislike in her life. It distressed her ; but how she 
wished Trevor had left his elder niece a legacy to enable 
her to keep her independence—elsewhere. 

“ Good heavens, no ! ” exclaimed Deb, showing her 
lovely white teeth in a laugh of genuine amusement. “ He’ll 
probably forget to look in, anyhow. I can’t imagine 
Dominic making dates, can you ? ” 

“ I wouldn’t know,” said Clare. “ He may be human, 
though.” 

Mrs. Falcon spoke with unusual decision : “ Dominic 

Cardross is one of the nicest people I know-” she broke 

off as Bessie Wilson came in with the morning post. 

Deborah took the little heap of letters, glancing quickly 
through them. “ Cousin Amabel, I believe you have all 
the post,” she said. " That is too—oh ! ” She stared 
down at the foreign postmarked envelope left in her hand, 
a flush of pleasure on her cheeks. “ Here’s one from 
Bamaby -” 

Slitting it open and drawing out the closely-written sheet 
, of paper, she was quite unconscious of Clare’s inquisitive 
eyes watching from the other side of the table. 

5 Reading her own correspondence, Mrs. Falcon also was 
'curiously sensitive to Deborah, her bright head bent so 
: intently over that flimsy sheet of airmail paper. 

For the next few minutes, except for the distant hum of a 

' lawn-mower, the silence remained unbroken. 

i 
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Clare, apparently solely interested in finishing her roll 
and marmalade, knew that Deb had read her letter through 
twice before she folded it and, looking at Mrs. Falcon, 
announced a little breathlessly: 

“ Bamaby’s coming home. He should arrive almost any 
day now. He was leaving two days after he wrote this— 
flying, of course.” 

“Really, my dear ? ” Cousin Amabel hesitated. “ He is 
—coming for a holiday, I suppose ? ” 

Deb shook her head. “ No. He says he has had enough 
of the East to last him for the rest of his life. He wants 
* mist and rain, and green Westmorland fields ’. Poor dear, 
he simply can’t wait.” 

“ And what do you think Dominic will say about that—I 
mean about Barney giving up his post in Ceylon ? ” 

“ Surely Dominic cannot do less than welcome his only 
brother! ” exclaimed Deborah, her eyes sparkling. “ It’s a 
long time since Bamaby went—surely all that old—nonsense 
can be forgotten now.” 

“ Bamaby, my dear, was a great trial,” Mrs. Falcon said. 
“ Of course three years may have made a great difference in 
him. But,” she sighed, “ I am sure two brothers never 
were more unlike—in character. They are both regular 
Cardrosses to look at, but Dominic has all the stability of his 
mother’s Scottish ancestry. Look at the wonderful job he 
has made of Silverburn since he inherited. The old General 
would not hear of doing more than opening his gardens once 
a week in the summer for charity, but since, Dominic has 
opened the house to the public and made such a going con¬ 
cern of it that there is no more talk of having to sell any of 
the property.” 

As she rose, a troubled look crossed Deborah’s face. “ I 
know Dominic is a splendid person, but I’m afraid he may 
never really understand Bamaby,” she said. 

“ My dear-” Cousin Amabel bit her lip ; there are 

times when silence is golden. 

“ I am going to have a look at the horses,” Deb announced. 
“ I expect Dominic has heard from Barney.” 
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Going out through the long, open windows she went swing¬ 
ing across the lawn, her step as springy as the turf beneath 
it, and her charming mezzo-soprano voice floated 
"■back: 


“ Oh ! what a beautiful morning 
Oh what a beautiful day-” 

Deb was in high spirits—obviously happier than usual. 

Gathering together her own letters, Mrs. Falcon met 
Clare’s eyes and for once they exchanged a smile. 

Practically the only thing that disturbed Deborah in her 
peaceful, smoothly run home was the fact that her co usins 
did not get on together. Clare was the only person she had 
ever known who disturbed the older woman’s comfortable 
tolerance, and though she was never unpleasant to the girl 
she had never liked her—a state of things which Clare 
returned by secretly detesting and deriding “ the old cat ”. 
However, she wanted some information now which only “ the 
old cat ” could give her and she asked impulsively: 

“ Was Mr. Cardross’s mother Scottish, Mrs. Falcon ? I 
thought she was a Canadian.” 

“ So she was, but her ancestry was pure Scots.” 

“ Oh I I see,” Clare’s smile could be very winning. “ I 
suppose that accounts for his—reserve. Do tell me—is the 
younger brother ”—she laughed uncertainly—“ very differ- 
ent ? ” 

It was Mrs. Falcon’s turn to hesitate, but for once she 
felt the need to open up and there was no one else to talk to ; 
guessing that, Clare encouraged : 

“ I—can’t help wondering if—there’s any romance 
between Barnaby Cardross and Deb—she has talked of 
him quite often-” 

“ Heaven forbid! ” exclaimed Cousin Amabel, though 
the same thought had been too often in her mind. “ Bar¬ 
naby is a charmer—always was, even as a schoolboy, but— 

he is the last person I should like to see Deb married to-” 

Then, already feeling she had said too much, she added: 
“ However, you will soon be able to judge for yourself, it 
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seems. You won’t forget my flowers, will you, Clare ? 
And if you don’t mind I want you to match some embroidery 
silkforme.” 

“ Of course, Mrs. Falcon. I have a few letters to type 
and then I will come and find out what you want.” 

“ Thank you, my dear.” 

Clare looked after the handsome, rather opulent form of 
her b£te noire, her eyes narrowing. Let us be humble to our 
betters ! she thought, and not forget how dependent we are. 
Though if it comes to being a dependant I’m not the only 
one, and I do earn my keep ! 

Standing by the table she stared out at the sunlit day, her 
face dark with resentment. Nice to have someone to call 
and take you out in a car on a day like this—or to go riding 
instead of banging the keys of a typewriter or running other 
people’s errands. 

Turning away she bent mechanically to pick up an envelope 
from the carpet, and looking down at it realised by the foreign 
stamp and the airmail label that it belonged to the letter 
which had so evidently been all-important to Deborah. Her 
dark, rather heavy brows knitted in concentration, she studied 
Barnaby Cardross’s handwriting, and decided it was an 
extremely interesting one. Clare rather prided herself on 
being able to judge character by handwriting, but here was 
one that both intrigued and puzzled her. Such an odd 
mixture of—she searched her mind for the right word- 
flamboyance and carefulness, even a streak of—slyness . . . 

As a shadow fell across the table by which she was standing, 
she started and, glancing towards the windows, met the cool 
glance of the man who had paused just outside, looking in 
at her. 

“ Oh 1 Mr. Cardross, what a fright you gave me. I was 
—miles away.” Not knowing what else to do with it, Clare 
crushed the envelope hurriedly into a ball and tossed it into 
a near-by waste-paper basket, her colour a little heightened. 

11 Sorry, I did not know there was anyone here,” 
Dominic Cardross said in a cool, rather clipped voice. “ I 
was looking for Deb.” 
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“ You will find her in the atables. At least, she said she 
was going there—she was not sure whether you would turn 
up or not.” There was something in the direct glance of the 
jdark blue eyes still coolly studying her face that made her 
both angry and uncomfortable, and the feeling was not 
lessened by her intense consciousness of the tall, broad- 
shouldered figure who was half leaning against the frame¬ 
work of the french windows. 

Virile and slightly arrogant, Dominic had all the dark good 
looks of the family which the many portraits at the great 
house showed to have been passed down from one Cardross 
to another since “the spacious days of great Elizabeth”, 
plus a virility of his own, and the legendary family charm 
was there to emerge at certain times, but it was—many 
people thought—overshadowed by a reserve capable of 
becoming curtness. His thick, closely-cropped hair covered 
a magnificent head ; from under strongly marked brows 
blue eyes looked very straightly at the world, the glint of 
rather disconcerting amusement in their depths echoed in 
the suggestion of humour which softened the firm, clean-cut 
line of his mouth. A straight nose, a square jaw-line and a 
broad, high brow all somehow added up to a suggestion of 
strength which could if necessary be ruthless. 

That had been Clare’s first impression, together with the 
very characteristic rider that he was “ madly attractive ”. 

She had revised that impression since, having discovered 
that he did not even mildly return the compliment. At first 
she had thrown her cap straight at Dominic, only to find 
1 it ignored with a cool understanding and amusement which 
1 had made her tingle with humiliation. 

What was more, she knew that if Dominic Cardross had 
his way she would not be here. 

“ Lovely morning,” he said with his pleasant smile, and 
that casual politeness which annoyed her more than any 
rudeness could have done. 

“ Lovely. If you’ve time to look at it. Which ”—she 
glanced at the little gold watch on her wrist which had been 
Deborah’s birthday present to her only a couple of weeks 
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ago—“ I have not. Goodness, I must fly I I’ve a pile of 

things to do.” 

“ I’ll go and look for Deb, then. Thanks.” With a half 
salute he turned and strode away across the lawn. 

In spite of the need to hurry which she had just impressed 
on him, Clare remained, hands clenched at her sides, staring 
after him, white teeth angrily bruising her underlip. 

How she disliked Dominic Cardross 1 Anyhow, she told 
herself with vindictive triumph, he would get news from 
Deb that was likely to spoil his morning. He might think he 
knew a lot about other people, but at least she knew one thing 
about him. He was in love with darling Deborah, and for 
once in his life he did not look like getting what he wanted. 


CHAPTER II 

l 

D eborah, holding out a slender hand for the grey mare 
to take the sugar from her flattened palm, had no idea 
Dominic had arrived until she heard the groom’s greeting • 
“ ’Morning, Mr. Cardross.” 

“ Good morning, Jimmy. Wonderful day-•” 

“ Oh, hello, Dominic! ” Deborah turned her head 
smilingly. “ I was just wishing I had suggested that we 
should ride over to Crag Farm; we could have taken the 
lower road.” 

“ It’s a long way,” he replied. “ Also the road by the 
bridge is up. I think a car’s the better proposition.” 

“Perhaps you’re right.” She patted the mare’s silken 
neck. “ Too bad, old girl. Another time. Do you want 
to start at once, Dominic f ” 

He glanced at his watch. “ I told Thomson I’d be there 
by eleven. But if you don’t mind speeding——? ” 

“ Not on the Tarn road, thanks. I’ll just run in for a 
coat, and then I am at your service, sir.” 

Before he could stop her she had sped away. Following, 
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iDominic was conscious in every fibre of the slender girl 
running with such fleet grace across the grass, the sunlight 
turning her hair to the exact colour of a new penny. His 
mouth softened into a half sad smile; Deborah speeding 
away from him—he wondered if he would ever really catch 
up with her. \ 

He was certain she had no idea how he felt about her; as 
certain as he was that it would not please her to know. It 
was odd that he who had always gone with such straight 
precision for the thing he wanted, caring nothing for 
obstacles, had not yet brought himself even to hint at his 
love for the girl he wanted more than he had ever wanted 
anything in his life. 

The confounded part of it was, he mused, he had only 
realised that he was in love with her, during this last year. 
Before that she had just been the child he had always treated 
her as—and sometimes still did. And yet it must have been 
happening all the time, and was not his present reticence 
born of the knowledge that quite unconsciously he must have 
had another reason than the ones he had named for sending 
Barnaby away ? 

Not that he would not have sent Barnaby in any case— 
however hopeless he had known his own chances were. 
Thank the Lord, whoever got her, Barnaby was out of her life. 

He had reached his car which was parked in front of the 
house, and paused beside it. 

“ Are you contemplating murder ? ” demanded Deborah 
gaily as she ran down the steps. “ I haven’t been long—now 
have I ? I had to tell Cousin Amabel.” 

He started. “ Good heavens, I didn’t expect you to be so 
quick. Was I really looking fierce ? In with you.” He 
opened the offside door and, as she slipped into the seat 
beside the driver’s, pulled a light rug from the back of the 
car and dropped it over her knees. “ Shall I open up, or 
will you be cold ? ” 

! “ Oh, open her, Dom 1—I hate a roof over my head in 
fine weather.” 

*. Winding back the top of the grey convertible while she 
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attended to the front windows, he asked, raising his brows : 
“ Not afraid of that schoolgirl complexion ? There’ll be 
wind up above-” 

“ Nothing hurts it. If it did one can always buy another 
one in these days.” 

Taking the wheel, Dominic said as the car started: 
“ You’re in very good form this morning, P<-b. The spring ?” 

“ It’s certainly in the air,” she laughed. “ Look—not a 
trace of snow left.” She pointed to the top of the mountain 
just ahead of them. “ It won’t come back now. * Winter’s 
rains and ruins are over-’ ” 

“ Hello ! Who taught you to quote Swinburne ? ” he 
asked quickly. 

“ ‘ Atalanta ’-” 

“ Did she really ? ” 

“ Don’t be silly. That’s the name of the poem. I found 
it among Uncle’s books. It’s heaven ! Like the most thril¬ 
ling music-” she broke off, colouring. “ It must be the 

spring I Quoting poetry—as Bessie would say, 1 Reet daft ’.” 

“ It’s good to be daft sometimes, Deb,” he said. “ And 
to be young—which is unfortunately something one grows 
out of all too soon.” 

“ And foolish ? ” 

“ Not necessarily so.” 

And in love 1 Those words remained unspoken to the tune 
of her quickly beating heart. Presently she would tell him 
she had heard from Bamaby, but only when she was sure she 
could speak quite naturally. If he had heard, he had not 
mentioned it. Just at the moment she was glad that the road, 
winding upward now, required all her companion’s attention. 

Bringing the car on to a more level stretch of road Dominic 
became conscious of the silence, and glanced round. 

“ A penny for your thoughts, Deb-” 

" Oh l ” She roused herself. “ I don’t know—what I 
was really thinking about,” She added hurriedly : “ Now 
the spring has come I expect you’ll be terribly busy at 
Silverburn—don’t forget that I will come over and help if 
you need me. I’ve been reading up a lot more, and I can 
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tell people all about the house—and even throw in one or 
two spots of scandal belonging to the Stuart period.” 

He laughed. “Deb! I’m surprised at you. I shouldn’t 
dream of throwing in scandal for half-a-crown. That would 
be extra. Seriously, we haven’t done so badly through the 
winter, and if we do as well this year as last, I ought to be 
able to manage that rebuilding in the south wing.” 

“ Grand. Isn’t it lovely to think of the beautiful old 
homes that are earning their keep instead of having to be 
shut up to fall to pieces, or sold to the wrong people ? ” 

His laugh was a little rueful: “ My poor father would 
turn in his grave at the idea of having anyone pay half-a- 
crown to be shown the family portraits, etc. He would 
have exploded on the gent who told me ‘ these mansions 
don’t belong to the present world. They oughter be turned 
into useful institooshins, or pulled down to give deserving 
folks living space.’ ” 

“ He didn’t ! The vandal ! ” she exclaimed. “ Silver- 
burn 1 That is part of the nation’s heritage. Anyway, I 
doubt whether living space twenty miles from a railway, and 
on roads that get snowed up for weeks, would be gratefully 
received. Do you have much of that kind of thing ? ” 

“ No. Bless their hearts, most of them are charming. 
Though I sometimes feel they are a bit disappointed at not 
being shown over by a real peer of the realm, as they are at 
Longleat or Blenheim,” 

They laughed, and suddenly finding she could ask the 
question naturally, Deborah said : “ Have you had a letter 
from Barnaby ? ” 

He glanced round in surprise. “ From Barnaby ? Lord 
no I—Barnaby never writes.” 

Suddenly afraid of a pause, she said, hoping she did not 
sound as breathless as she felt: 

“ I had a letter from him to-day. I thought he would 
have been sure to have written to you—unless he wanted to 
surprise you, and he didn’t tell me not to say anything.” 

Dominic frowned. “ What the deuce is all this in aid of ? 
What did he write to you about ? ” And then correcting the 
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car as it swerved very slightly : “ He isn’t going to get 

married ? ” 

Aware of her risen colour, she was grateful that his eyes were 
on the road. “ No,” she told him. “ He’s coining home.” 

ii 

“ What! ” With a twist of the wheel and an abrupt 
application of brakes, Dominic brought the car to the side 
of the road and a halt so abruptly that his companion would 
have been almost jerked out of her seat if she had not 
happened to be holding the strap beside her. 

He apologised quickly: “ I say, I’m sorry, Deb. But what 
the dickens does this mean? Barnaby coming home. 
What’s happened? What’s he been up to ? ” 

“ Really, Dominic ! ” she protested with a half annoyed 
laugh. “ What would he have been ‘ up to ’ ? He simply 
says in his letter that he is coming back to England because 
—because he feels he has been away long enough. After 
all,” she added a little acidly, “ Barnaby isn’t a schoolboy. 
He’s been grown up rather a long time.” 

“ I agree that Barnaby came of age six years ago,” Dominic 
agreed. “ But as growing up includes a sense of responsi¬ 
bility I doubt if he will ever attain maturity. Of course he 
may only be coming back for a hqliday.” 

“ He is not. He says he’s tired of the East 1 ” She bit 
her lip as she saw his face darken again, wishing she had left 
Barnaby himself to explain that. 

“ Great Scot! ” exclaimed Dominic, exasperation spilling 
over. "Does that mean that he has thrown up his job—or 
the job’s thrown him out ? The last, no doubt 1 ” 

Their eyes met, hers flashing suddenly into the anger and 
disgust of his. “ Honestly, Dominic, isn’t it time you began 
to forget Barnaby was once a schoolboy whom you felt it your 
duty to keep in order ? ” Then, realising the intentness 
with which he was studying her: “ Of course it’s—between 
the two of you, hut—it’s not very kind if you are going to wel¬ 
come him home with ”—she forced a smile—“ a wigging.” 

" Welcome is hardly the word.” Dominic’s voice had an 
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edge of ice to it. “ He surely will not expect me to kill the 
fatted calf if he has not even had the courtesy to give me 
notice of his arrival.” 

She said quietly : “ Perhaps he will do without the fatted 
calf if he isn’t treated as the prodigal brother.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “ His welcome depends 
entirely on himself. He always had a way of taking things 
too darned much for granted.” 

There was a moment’s silence while he stared at the road 
ahead from under knitted brows. It took a lot to move him 
to real anger, but he was seething now. It was so like 
-Bamaby to come strolling casually in, taking his welcome as 
a foregone conclusion; since he went away the brothers had 
not exchanged half a dozen letters. It was a year since 
General Cardross’s death, and apart from a few lines, fol¬ 
lowed later by an acknowledgment of Dominic’s report on 
his father’s will and what he proposed to do with the estate, 
there had not been another line from Ceylon. 

Now he proposed coming back, taking it as a matter of 
course that Silverburn was his home, and that he had a right 
to whatever it could give him. 

If he had made good there would be some excuse. But 
he had not made good. 

Of course, Dominic decided, there was no question of 
bringing that old business up again. In spite of his pro¬ 
pensity for seeing things whole, Dominic was far too gener¬ 
ous to hold his brother’s past follies against him. It was 
the future, not the past that worried him—not his own 
future, but Deborah’s. The swift way she had sprung to 
Barnaby’s defence made it clear that she still clung to the 
belief that he had been shabbily treated. 

Of course she had not understood half of the reasons why 
he had been sent away, and when she had championed 
Barnaby so passionately he had felt she was too young and— 
unspoiled, to be told the whole truth. And evidently her 
girlish admiration for the scapegrace had survived over three 
^rears of parting. 
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And now Barnaby was coming back with his confounded 
charm, to find a lovely young woman where he had left a 
pretty, unsophisticated teenager. It was unlike Barnaby to 
keep up a correspondence for three years, and—Deborah 
evidently had not grown out of her propensity for champion¬ 
ing him. 

Starting the car again he said, rather abruptly: “You’re a 
very staunch friend, Deb.” 

“ I hope so,” she replied a little coldly.. “ You’re going 
to be late for your appointment.” 

He knew that he was, and mentally cursed his brother 
again. Even before he arrived he had begun to upset things. 

Sitting beside Dominic in silence while the car sped on its 
way, Deborah, who often felt annoyed with herself when she 
came near to quarrelling with him, as somehow she so 
often did, was for once unrepentant. 

She still did not believe there had been a real excuse for 
packing Barnaby out of the country as though he had disgraced 
their name by losing his bets on a few horses and running up 
bills at Oxford. As for being sent down, he was not the first 
undergraduate that had happened to. And she had heard 
that the old General had been “ a regular devil ” in his 
youth. 

Intent on his driving, but still very aware of the silent girl 
beside him, Dominic had his own problems to brood on. 

When they reached the rambling white farmhouse high 
up on the fells which was their destination, he stopped the 
car by the gate and, getting out, asked : 

" Coming inside ? Nanny will be disappointed if you 
don’t.” 

"Yes. I’ll come in a few minutes. I’m too lazy to 
move atpresent,” she answered. “ Audit’s heaven out here.” 

“ I’ll tell them you’ll be in, then.” He strode away, and 
turning her head she watched his tall figure disappear 
through the gate and up the path leading to the farmhouse 
porch. 

However annoyed she still felt with him, it was quite 
impossible not to admit how well worth looking at Dominic 
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was, with that magnificent breadth of shoulder tapering 
down to his slim hips and magnificent length of leg. How¬ 
ever rough the tweeds he wore might be, one always seemed 
to see a sword at his side, and ruffles at his wrists. Oh ! he 
was a Cardross all right! Those lines of portraits in the 
Long Gallery at Silverburn assured one of that. And there 
was no one who looked like Dominic did on a horse. She 
frowned. That didn’t excuse intolerance or unkindness. 

But somehow it did not occur to her as strange that with 
her heart full of joy at the thought of Barnaby coming back, 
it should be Dominic who had possession of her thoughts 
while she sat there in the sunshine gazing over a view she 
loved, to where, in a fold of the great hills, with a lake 
sparkling beneath it, the grey gabled mass of Silverburn lay 
dreaming in the brightness of the spring day. 


CHAPTER III 
1 

R ousing herself presently she got out of the car, and walk- 
- ing up the trim path to the farmhouse porch, called to 
know if she could come in. 

A fair, pleasant-looking woman came quickly along the 
passage. 

“ Miss Deb 1 Did you come with Mr. Cardross ? I’d 
no idea.” 

“ Hello, Janey. Is your mother at home ? ” 

“ Where else would you be likely to find her on a Thurs¬ 
day ? ” laughed Janey Foster. “ She’s baking. Will you 
come through ? ” 

“ Rather. Oh, is there any smell like your mother’s 
bread! ” Deborah sniffed ecstatically as she followed the 
other along the oak-panelled passage and down two steps into 
the big kitchen with its red-tiled floor. 

" Mother, look who's here,” 

“ Deb love 1 My, it's nice to see you. I’m all floury.” 



24 STARDUST FOR DREAMS 

Mrs. Thomson held out her hands. “ I’m just about 

finished though. Give her a chair, Janey.” 

Mrs. Thomson in her middle sixties was a picture of 
handsome health: white-haired, clear-skinned, with bright 
blue eyes, and the soft Westmorland voice that echoes long 
in the hearts of those who have heard it. 

“ You’ll have a cup of coffee ? ” she asked hospitably. 
“ Janey was just going to make it. And,” her eyes twinkled, 
“ there’s maybe a currant pasty in the larder just about 
right for you to have a slice. ” 

“ I’m glad I came,” Deborah told her. She had been a 
welcome visitor here since she had first come as a shy little 
girl to be regaled with Nanna Thomson’s marvellous cook¬ 
ing. They had thought her pale-faced and towny in those 
first days—been sorry for Trevor Brett’s orphaned ward and 
taken her to their big hearts. 

Biting into the slice of succulent dainty to which she 
had helped herself from the proffered dish, Deb said 
ecstatically: 

“ I don’t care if I am greedy. And I don’t believe there’s 
anything in all England as nice as Mrs. Thomson’s currant 
pasty—except her apple ones. And—oh ! her tea-calces 
run them close.” 

“ What about Christmas cake ? ” asked Janey with a 
broad smile. 

“ Oh, Jane ! To remind me when it’s only spring.” 

" Well—there’s Easter.” 

“ I’d forgotten that. Can I come to tea ? ” 

There was a general laugh. Then Mrs. Thomson asked : 
“ What would Bessie Wilson think if she heard you ? ” 

“ Bless her! She knows she only gets second prize— 
though she’s a lovely cook,” said Deborah. “ How’s 
Jack’s baby ? Tell me all the news.” 

They were still gossiping happily when the farmer came 
along the passage followed by Dominic. 

“ Hello, Betsy-Anne,” he kissed Mrs. Thomson’s cheek 
affectionately—for “ Betsy-Anne ” had been Nannie at 
Silverburn before she was wooed away by Tom Thomson. 
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“ Coffee and currant pasty, Master Dominic ? ” she coaxed, 

“ No, you old tempter. I’ve got to eat lunch in an hour 
and I haven’t some people’s capacity.” 

“ Well, you’ve grown out of it, lad, and you’re big enough 
to need nourishment,” she retorted. “ Miss Deb will have 
another bit.” 

“ Not a crumb. It was lovely.” Deb rose. “ Have we 
got to go, Dom ? ” 

“ ’Fraid so. The Frentons are lunching with me,” he 
said. And as she moved towards the door he said casually: 
“ By-the-way, Betsy, Bamaby’s coming home.” 

“ Master Barnaby. Is he indeed I ” she exclaimed. 
“ Well, when did you hear that ? ” 

“ To-day, But he doesn’t give a date.” 

“ It will be nice for you to have someone to help you at 
the house, sir,” Tom told him. 

“ Very. I expect you’ll see him walk in before long. 
If I remember rightly he also had a passion for currant pasty.” 

“ Oh, he’ll be grown up by now,” said Betsy-Anne. “ No 
doubt he’s learnt, where he is, to like curry or something 
like that, better.” 

Perhaps it was as well that Deborah had already gone ahead 
and did not hear the slight lack of enthusiasm in the words. 

Getting into the car again she waved to the smiling faces 
in the porch. “ I’ll look in at the Women’s Institute 
on Saturday if I can,” she called. “ Coming down, 
Betsy ? ” 

“ Aye. We’ll be playing whist at Bernard’s Caf6 in the 
evening,” Mrs. Thomson called back. 

Then Dominic, who had stopped for a few last words with 
the farmer, took the wheel and they drove off. 

When they had emerged on to the road and there was 
a clear run ahead, Dominic glanced smilingly round at his 
companion. “ Feeling more kindly disposed ? ” he asked. 

She laughed. “ Milk coffee and currant pasty are very 
soothing—especially when taken at Crag Farm. I’m not 
fighting with you any more to-day.” 

, He raised his brows. “ No guarantee for the future ? ” 

i! 
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“ That depends.” She hesitated. “ You’re going to be 
nice to Bamaby, Dominic ? You won’t give him a cold 
welcome ? ” 

He laughed, though there was little mirth in the sound. 

“ Don’t worry about Bamaby, Deb. Naturally I shan’t 
nag him the minute he arrives ; he’s welcome home. But 
whether he remains welcome or not, is up to him.” 

She did not argue further, but she thought resentfully, 
Dominic is hard. If he’s going to be hateful I’ll never 
forgive him. 

And Dominic was thinking : If he makes her unhappy I’ll 
take the darned hide off him. 

His face set, but there was a hurting, nagging little pain 
at his heart. 

Deborah would not have felt so cheerful if she could have 
heard the conversation taking place in Betsy-Anne’s spotless 
kitchen, where the grey-moustached farmer had lowered his 
stocky length into his favourite chair for a few minutes’ break. 

“ Aye,” he said slowly. “ So Master Barnaby’s coming 
back from East. I wonder how that’ll happen. You didn’t 
ask if he’d got married ? ” 

“ We’d ha’ heard if he had,” answered his wife. “ I never 
thought he was the marrying kind. I only-hope he’s not 
coming home to plague Master Dominic.” 

“ Funny, Mother,” said Jane, while her father, being a 
man of few words, ceased to take part in the discussion. 
“ You were never very fond of Master Barney—though he 
was a lovely little lad, and a fine upstanding young man. A 
real Cardross,” 

“ Bamaby’s all right—up to a point. But Master Dominic 
was always my lad,” was the emphatic reply. “ Barnaby’s 
got winning ways—but he had other ways, too. Selfish 
he was, and a proper handful. I always said if the General 
had spared the rod a bit less on his younger son, it would 
have helped him not to have to grumble at him so much 
later on. He’s a wild one. Though perhaps he’s improved 
after years abroad.” 

“ Why did he go ? ” asked Janey, 
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“ X don’t like talking about the family even with you,” her 
mother told her. “ And I’m not that sure myself of the 
reason. But I do know he owed a mint of money, and 
borrowed more to pay it—betting debts. Then there was 
something about a girl in Oxford—some fast lass I believe. 
She wanted him to marry her—oh ! there was a reet bad 
scandal. He got sent away from college, and my word 
there was a row. Something about breach of promise and 
they had to pay the girl off. Now I know you won’t repeat 
that. It’s all over more than three years ago.” 

Jane said hopefully: “ He’s older now. He’ll know better. 
Young sparks will sow wild oats.” 

“ Well, I trust he’s sown ’em all,” observed Barnaby’s 
ex-nanny a trifle sourly. And then, her tone changing, “ I 
do wish-” 

“ What, Mother ? ” Jane paused, her hands full of 
cups. 

“ No matter,” her mother smiled. “ I’m growing senti¬ 
mental in my old age.” 

“ Ah, I know',” Jane brightened. “ Mr. Dominic and 
Miss Deb. Now that would be grand.” 

“ It would that,” her mother agreed, but finding herself 
alone her smile faded into thoughtful gravity. 

Grand 1 But Barnaby was coming home. 


CHAPTER IV 
1 

W hen Clare had watched Deborah drive away with 
Dominic she sat for a few minutes frowning down 
at her portable typewriter before she attacked it again, her 
face set, a sullen glow in her eyes. While her fingers flew 
mechanically over the keys without making one mistake, 
her mind was telling her how unfair life was—what a rotten 
deal she had had. It was not often that she allowed the 
demon inside her to rise to the surface ; perhaps it would 
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have been better if she had done—given it a chance of 

working itself out. 

When she had finished a couple of letters, the boiling 
resentment had calmed to simmering point, and remembering 
that frown lines are not becoming, she let her brows relax 
into their normal formation. 

By the time Clare had been to find out exactly what 
Mrs. Falcon wanted, added the few errands to her list, 
and gone upstairs to get ready, she was in a better mood, 
and pulling on her hat before the long mirror of her dressing- 
table, in her cerise-checked grey suit, the picture was 
attractive enough to bring a smile to her lips. A slender dark 
girl, her vivid face was framed by the cherry-red felt hat 
which she knew so well how to adjust at exactly the right 
angle. Once she would never have dreamed of being able 
to buy that kind of hat, or the beautifully-cut suit, the plain 
but expensive gloves, and those just right grey semi-brogues 
on her slim feet. It was Deborah who had made all those 
things possible? Deborah who had given her the lovely 
lizard-skin bag which she lifted from the dressing-table. 

Remembering that, Clare’s face darkened momentarily as 
she turned away. 

And yet—what would she do without them all now ? 
Without the setting of this charming room with its white 
paint and rose-red carpet; the striped curtains at the open 
window ; the sense of security it all brought. 

To-day that sense of security was disturbed for the first 
time in a year, and if Clare was not counting her blessings 
as she went out of the room and ran lightly downstairs, at 
least she was telling herself that she must watch out and 
see that it was not lost to her. 

ii 

She had sent out word that she would want the estate 
car, and if old Tom, who added the job of garage hand to 
his duties in the stables, had grumbled to himself, it was 
ready and waiting for her when she walked into the yard. 

When she drove off, her spirits had risen again. After all, 
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I it was a lovely day ; she liked driving this spick-and-span 
* vehicle. And she certainly enjoyed shopping in Kendal, 
' where—if she was not liked so well—she was treated with 
the politeness due to Miss Summers’s cousin and deputy. 

She was a stranger here, and as far as she was concerned, 
even if the people had accepted her as they did Deborah, 
in her heart she always would be a stranger. 

There were times when what she told herself was that “the 
unutterable dullness of it all ” got her down. She had not 
been born to live in the country. Always she had longed 
secretly and desperately for the great cities—London, Paris, 
Rome; magic names opening up vistas of colour and 
romance. It would, of course, be different if she had 
money, and a great house like Silverburn, where she would 
be the lady of the manor and there was plenty of money 
with which to travel for part of the year. 

She wondered if Mr. Dominic Cardross had heard the 
news of his brother’s imminent return, and if it had spoilt 
this lovely morning for him. Then, taking a sharp bend 
rather quickly, she had to swerve to avoid the car parked 
at the side of the narrow road, and the man who stood by 
an open tool-box surveying it with frowning disgust. 

He looked round as she slowed down, and seeing a girl 
at the wheel, raised a hand in a courteous, half gay salute. 

" I’m terribly sorry. Am I blocking the highway ? ” 
His very white teeth flashed against the sun bronze of his 
skin and with a quick jerk in the region of her heart, Clare 
realised that this young man was not only one of the best¬ 
looking but entirely the most attractive who had crossed 
her path. Brilliant blue eyes met hers in a glance which 
obviously registered her own looks—and appreciated them. 

She discovered that she was laughing back a little breath¬ 
lessly, and that, without her knowing anything about having 
applied the brakes, the Alvis had somehow stopped. 

“ When an angel appears unawares,” said the stranger 
in a slow, lazy voice, “ is it a fearful anti-climax to ask for 
the loan of a spanner ? ” 

“ Not if you want one, and the angel happens to be a 
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mere mortal,” she answered, sounding commendably cool 
in spite of slightly added colour in her cheeks and the little 
pulse which was beating so oddly at the base of her throat. 
Then, opening the door beside her, she stepped out, 
“ What’s wrong ? Puncture ? ” 

“ Exactly. I had forgotten what harm good Westmor¬ 
land flints can do. Coming to look at the view,” he waved 
a hand airily towards the lake, “ has cost me the use of a 
perfectly good tyre. Though methinks there mu9t have 
been a flaw somewhere, since this darned thing is ex-works 
and I’m only running her in as yet.” 

The car looked new, and was a beautiful, very expensive 
piece of work. 

“ I was wondering what to call her,” the owner continued 
in that attractive voice in which Clare was already sure the 
laziness was deceptive—for there was an awareness behind 
the handsome eyes that somehow contradicted it. Those 
light-blue eyes were summing her up, taking in every detail 
of her appearance with a something in their depths besides 
frank admiration. Shrewdness ? Odd as the word seemed, 
she felt it was the right one. 

She might have resented the scrutiny from most men, 
but it never entered her head to resent this one’s. She 
wanted him to look at her and to appreciate what he saw, 
with an amazing eagerness which she was in no mood to 
analyse as she stripped off her gloves and, tossing them 
through the window on to the seat, went to search for the 
spanner he needed. 

“ Too bad," she said. “ How long have you been waiting 
here for help ? ” 

“ Only five minutes or so. Good thing you didn’t come 
in time to hear what I was saying just now.” 

<f I don’t suppose I should have fainted from shock,” 
she told him lightly. “ There is nothing more infuriating 
than a puncture; I should have said—things myself. Here’s 
your spanner. You've got a jack on board, I hope ? ” 

u I'm supposed to have everything necessary. No doubt 
this tool-kit was supposed to be checked, but no doubt 
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equally someone ‘ couldn’t care less and it was not.” 

She hesitated, still with that curious awareness of him as 
they stood together in the road. “ Can I help ? ” 

" Not to the extent of getting yourself oily, gracious 
lady. But if you like to cheer me by smoking a cigarette 
while I do the job, that would be marvellous.” He pro¬ 
duced a silver case and, opening it, held it out to her with that 
attractive smile. “ Or are you in a hurry ? ” 

If she had been ten times in a hurry Clare knew she 
would still have taken that cigarette. Bending to the flame 
of his lighter, she was conscious again of that strange new 
turmoil inside her, of a reluctance to end this uncon¬ 
ventional acquaintanceship. 

“ No,” she said, “ I’m not rushed for time.” 

“ Wonderful! And how wise 1 ” His laughing eyes met 
hers again. “ What is time after all ? Personally I always 
feel to-morrow is far more important than to-day. And 
to-morrow never comes.” 

She had never met anyone quite as sure of himself as 
this young man—except perhaps Dominic Cardross, and 
Dominic’s assurance was of a different type. 

The stranger said rather tentatively, jacking up the car: 
“ If you are in a hurry, I could return your spanner later.” 

If she let him do that it meant the certainty of their 
meeting again, but the mere suggestion pointed to the fact 
that he must be staying in the neighbourhood. She 
wondered if she had already caught his propensity for 
finding to-morrow important. 

Looking round, he asked, “ What are you smiling at ? ” 

“ Was I smiling ? I can wait for the spanner, thanks.” 
Just as well not to let him guess that she was at all anxious 
for a second meeting. Clare prided herself that she knew 
men, and they liked to do the pursuing—or think they 
were doing it. 

So opening the door of the wagon she got inside again 
" and, smoking her cigarette, watched him change the wheel, 

• While he worked, he talked. About nothing very much 
} —the car, the spring weather—a remark about the beauty 
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of the scenery, coupled with a glance which included her 
in the category. He did not say where he was going, or 
where he had come from, but in every moment she was 
more aware of his amazing charm, of the fact that no other 
man had ever intrigued her in this extraordinary way. 

He did not give her an opening to say where she came 
from either, and Clare was always a reticent person. Any¬ 
how, if he was interested a little mystery was good. 

Finishing his task, he went down to the lake-side and 
rinsed his hands in the cool water, drying them on his 
handkerchief as he returned. 

She had already put the spanner away and shut the tool-kit 
out of sight, and for a moment they looked at each other. 

Then: “ Shall I ever be able to tell you how much I 
appreciate your help, and—your company ? I do thank you, ’ ’ 

Charm ! It was, she decided, quite devastating. But 
surely he was going to suggest that they would meet again ? 

He held open the Alvis door. “ Let me see you go on 
your way—since go you must,” he said. 

With a sudden feeling of flatness Clare got in and took 
the wheel. 

“ I’m awfully glad I came along,” she said brightly. “ I 
hope you get to your—destination without any more 
mishaps.” 

“ I hope so. Thanks a million.” He held out his hand 
and as she put her own into it looked down into her eyes, 
“ Fate’s an odd thing,” he said. “ It’s too bad when it 
does something rather wonderful and one can’t take advan¬ 
tage of it.” Letting go of her hand, he shut the door 
abruptly and stepped back, giving her once again that 
half-gay salute. 

Without returning it Clare drove off, the smile on her 
lips fading as the car shot ahead. 

He had not even been curious enough to ask her name, 
or if she lived near ! There was no reason, she told herself 
migrily, why he should have suggested another meeting— 
it had been just a casual encounter. And yet something 
seemed to have gone out of the day ; for the first time in 
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years she found her eyelids moist, while she was aware of 
a sense of crashing disappointment and loss. 

She would meet him again 1 She must 1 

What on earth is the matter with you, Clare Brett ? she 
asked herself. 

She knew only too well what could easily be the matter. 
But good heavens ! she was not a sentimental teenager. 
She had always told herself that she knew her way about; 
knew what she wanted from life. 

In that moment she saw only too clearly what she wanted 
most, and was already afraid of the pain of not getting it. 


CHAPTER V 

i 

W hy was Dominic so hard ? Why had he always been 
hard on Bamaby? Sitting in the library at High- 
tarn later that afternoon, while Cousin Amabel was having 
“ forty winks ” upstairs, Deborah, allowing the book she had 
been reading to be neglected beside her on the settee, stared 
thoughtfully at the tall, closely-packed shelves opposite her. 

He could be kind enough to other people; make plenty 
of excuses for them. There had been young Jack Penrith 
who had got himself into that trouble—using money he 
ought not to have touched at the bank where he had been 
working. Dominic, knowing there had been illness and 
trouble at home, had moved heaven and earth to get the 
boy off, and actually employed him at his own estate office 
afterwards. And Jack had completely lived the old scandal 
down ; he worshipped the ground Dominic walked on. 

She sighed, picking up her book. Those brothers never 
had got on; how could two so utterly different men hit 
it off, unless there was real love and understanding between 
them ? And—even before the fracas—Barnaby never had 
liked his elder brother. For the first time she faced that, 
rather startled to find herself doing so. Deb had a strong 
T—B 



34 STARDUST FOR DREAMS 

sense of justice, though sometimes her championing of the 
person who seemed to be getting the worst of things 
muddled it a little. The fact was, the times when Dominic 
had saved his brother from trouble both as a schoolboy and 
a young man had become a little blurred ; what made her 
impatient with the elder brother was that she felt his own 
strength and character ought to have included more tolerance 
for Bamaby’s more volatile nature. 

She did so want Barnaby to feel himself thoroughly wel¬ 
come and that everything was forgotten and forgiven. She 
wondered when he would arrive ; if he would think her 
very changed ; if he—remembered. 

Even if he did, he probably only thought of her as a child, 
for whom he still felt friendship, and whom he knew to be 
sympathetic. Surely that was all his letters meant. And 
yet—he had gone on writing. 

Opening her book, she forced herself firmly to concentrate. 
But it was a warm afternoon and the book did not par¬ 
ticularly interest her, and presently she brought her feet 
up on to the settee and, curling round, snuggled into the 
cushions and dozed off. 

The young man, who had arrived to find such a quiet 
house that he wondered if there was anyone at home, 
paused, frowning, on the library threshold, feeling this to 
be rather an anti-climax, and glancing sharply about him 
saw the girl in the corner of the settee. 

He stood looking at her for a moment before he moved 
softly across for a closer view. Good heavens ! A young 
woman, and—an extremely ornamental one l A half-mis¬ 
chievous smile lifted the corners of his lips, wiping out for 
the moment anything unattractive in that curling mouth; 
then as he bent down Deborah’s eyes opened, 

“ Too bad of you, Deb darling! I was just going to do 
tike Prince and the Sleeping Beauty act.” 

She Sat up with a little incredulous cry of joy, too startled 
to hide her feelings. 

“ Bamaby 1 Oh ! you’re home ! ” 

It seemed quite natural to spring up into his arms, to 
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give him her lips as though no years had come between that 
moonlit orchard and to-day. 

“ Darling Deb ! ” He held her off, looking down at her, 
his blue eyes full of the laughter she remembered. “ You 
don’t mean to say you’re really glad to see the prodigal ? ” 

She laughed back at him, scarlet-cheeked. “ Of course 
I’m glad.” Then, releasing herself: “ But—you certainly 
took me by surprise.” 

He caught her hands, swinging them up and down. 

“ Let’s get a good look at you. You’re grown up, and— 
lovely,” 

“ Nonsense ! ” she laughed, too happy to be self-con¬ 
scious. “ You look—-just the same. Only you’re browner. 
Bamaby, why didn’t you let Dominic know you were 
coming ? ” 

“ Oh, Lord ! have you told him ? I meant to tell you 
not to. I was just going to walk in. Tell me—are the 
family gates barred ? ” 

“ Don’t be silly I Of course not. Didn’t you go to 
Silverburn first ? ” 

“ No,” he said coolly. “ I came to see you. To pay a 
call on Miss Summers of Hightarn. Unbelievable I You 
were a baby when I went away.” 

He sat down on the settee next to her, and without 
realising she moved a little away—afraid he might hear the 
beating of her heart and suddenly realising how it had 
slowed down. A baby ! 

A child whose heart he had taken by siege in his careless, 
possessive way. It was an episode he had almost forgotten, 
but looking at this new, lovely Deborah, something that had 
been in his mind this last twelve months—moving in and 
out of it, half amusing, half intriguing him—came to the 
fore. 

Certainly she was sweet, and—happy to see him, with 
all the unspoiled warmth of the seventeen-year-old Deb 
whom he had told not to forget him. He was sure he had 
been wise to come straight to her. ' 

“ How’s the big brother ? ” he asked. " Still at Silver- 
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burn, I gather—but we don’t seem to have corresponded 

lately. Is he living in the house ? ” 

“ In part of it.” 

“ Then the ancestral home isn’t let, or sold ? ” 

“ Of course not. You don’t think Dominic would let it 
go out of the family ? ” 

He raised his brows. “ Is Dominic so wonderful ? I 
gathered there wasn’t exactly a fortune after the state had 
collected its pound of flesh. Or—don’t tell me he’s married 
an heiress ? ” 

“ Dominic married I Of course not.” Deb could not have 
told why the suggestionshouldseemso—somehowoutof place. 

“ Ah ! then the heir comes home.” 

She stared at him. Of course he was Dominic’s heir— 
at present. And there was really no reason why the way 
he had said it, or his saying it at all, should jar. Yet it did. 

She said quietly : “ Dominic has been quite marvellous, 
Bamaby. He has opened the house to the public, and 
that brings in enough to maintain it as it is. Apart from 
that he’s making a big success of the home farm, and he 
and Willie Turner are breeding pedigree cattle.” 

" Imagine it 1 ” said Barnaby in his slow drawl. “ Our 
brother must have inherited his acumen from our maternal 
grandfather—though I never heard he set the St. Lawrence 
on fire. Some good sound Scottish Canadian business 
blood flows in Dominic’s veins. I, alas 1 am all Cardross. 
No business head, and a—distaste for letting in the pro¬ 
letariat at two shillings and sixpence a head and telling ’em 
the family history.” 

Of course he was joking! Deborah told herself hastily. 
The same Bamaby who always refused to take anything 
seriously. 

“ You mustn’t laugh,” she said. “ Dominic is a wonder¬ 
ful person, and, of course, you are grateful to him.” 

Sweet 1 And—naive ! 

He gave her his three-cornered smile. “ My precious 
Deb, Dominic has a champion 1 ” 

” In me ? ” Her eyes widened. “ I quarrel with him 
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often, but-” Was she really championing Dominic ? 

she wondered. And then with a characteristically Deb 
flash: At least he must be given his due. And however 
difficult he might be, Dominic was a splendid person. 

It didn’t strike her as strange that it had taken Barnaby’s 
return to push that point home. 

n 

“ Tell me more.” Barnaby settled back. “ And about 
yourself.” 

“ I’ll leave Dominic to tell you his affairs,” she said. 
“ As for me—I wrote and told you.” 

" That old Trevor left you the lot. You’re still Miss 
Summers ? Any prospect of—changing the name ? ” 

“ None whatever. I’m quite happy as a spinster.” She 
echoed his light tone. 

“ Deb, darling ! ” He threw back his head, laughing 
delightedly. “ I never heard such nonsense I ” 

Deborah glanced at her watch. “ You’ll have some tea, 
Barnaby ? Cousin Amabel always has hers taken up to 
her room.” 

“ Is Mrs. Falcon living here ? ” he asked quickly. 

Deb nodded, getting up to ring the bell. “ Of course.” 

He was on his feet immediately. “ I say 1 Let me do 
that.” 

She had already done it, and turning back, found him 
dose behind her. Their eyes met as she glanced up and 
her cheeks kindled under the warmth of his look. 

For a moment Barnaby looked down at her, then suddenly 
he reached out, laying his hands on her shoulders. “ Deb—I 
wish I could tell you how wonderful it is to see you again ” 

She laughed unsteadily, inwardly scared at the tricks her 
heart was playing. “ It’s—pretty good to see you. I— 
wondered if you had forgotten me, you were such a long 
time writing,” 

“ I've had a deuce of a time these last months,” he 
excused. “ I couldn’t begin to tell you about it—probably 
it would sound trivial, but it added up to the proverbial 
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last straw. Tea-planting isn’t my cuppa, it really is not. 
I began to feel I’d never want to drink the stuff again. 
Gosh ! even if brother Dominic curses me, it’s worth 
anything to be home, Are you really glad to see me ? ” 

“ Of course,” 

“ Darling Deb.” He bent his head, dropping a light 
kiss on her cheek, and then a hand beneath her chin turned 
her mouth to meet his again. The kiss was close but 
brief, and releasing her as he felt her draw back, he said: 
“ Mustn’t I kiss you, Deb ? I suppose now you are grown up 
the acquaintance is still slight enough to make it—an imper¬ 
tinence. Though—I don’t think I am going to apologise.” 

She laughed uncertainly. “ Don’t be silly. You’ve 
known me since I wore plaits.” 

“ Such a solemn, fierce, sweet little girl.” He followed 
her back to the settee, but Deb, conscious of a swift new 
shyness, was moving towards the long open windows when 
Bessie came in with the tea wagon. 

“Hello, Bessie,” said Bamaby with his attractive smile. 
“ Nice to see you again ! ” 

“ Mr. Barnaby ! My word, aren’t you brown I ” Bessie 
was not one to show her feelings, and her greeting was 
non-committal. She might have been pleased to see him, 
and she might not. But she gave a quick glance at her 
young mistress. 

“ So you’re running the house for Deborah now,” he 
6aid. " Nice for her to have you to look after her.” 

“ I don’t say I’m running the house. As for looking 
after her—there’s plenty to help do that. And anyways, 
young people are reet independent in these days,” said 
Mrs. Wilson stolidly. “ I’m sure you’re reet welcome 
back—though you always were a headstrong lad. There’s 
gingerbread this afternoon,” she added, addressing Deb, 
and still without the ghost of a smile and apparently un¬ 
moved, she went out again. 

Making her way back to the kitchen, she muttered; 
“ More trouble. It’s a pity some folks can’t stay overseas.” 

The two in the library looked at each other laughingly. 
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Then, sobering, Deborah said: “ Poor dear old Bessie's 
rather frustrated in these days. You see, in Uncle's time 

she never had a woman over her-” 

“ And now you keep an eye on running the house ? ” 

“ No—I’m awfully lazy about housekeeping. You see, 
I was always hopeless at arithmetic, and though Bessie has 
been here so long, and I know she’s to'be absolutely trusted, 
Uncle always had the household books at the end of the 
month and checked every item. Cousin Amabel says it’s 

absolutely necessary-” 

“ So Cousin Amabel-” 

She shook her bright head, laughing again. “ It’s only 
partly Cousin Amabel—she’s not very strong, you know. 
If she had been the only one, she and Bessie would have 
rubbed along famously, I expect. But my other cousin 
who lives with me now is absolutely marvellous at organi¬ 
sation, and as well as doing any secretarial work, is just an 
angel over taking things off my hands. Bessie is a wee 
bit resentful sometimes over a stranger butting in, though 
Clare has been here for a year now.” 

Barnaby half frowned. “ Deb darling—doesn’t this 
really mean that you are supporting all your relations ? ” 

“ No, indeed it doesn’t. I’d probably find it difficult 
without someone older to live with me—like Cousin Amabel. 
Besides, it’s just a matter of course that this should be 
her home after all she has done for me.” 

If Barnaby thought with a touch of—really quite un¬ 
justifiable—irritation, that Mrs. Falcon had been very well 
paid for her partial guardianship of Deb, he kept the rather 
ungenerous thought to himself. . 

“ But who on earth’s Clare ? ” he asked. 

“ She’s Uncle Will’s daughter. She’s a few years older 
than I am, and oh I so lovely. Just wait until you see her,” 
said Deborah enthusiastically. 

The young man watching her thought that she was 
certainly very lovely when her face lit up like that. But he 
had the strong impression, though, that she was certainly 
over-generous, and it would not be at all a bad idea & 
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someone came along to disturb the other females who 
certainly seemed to be sitting very pretty in this house. 
Time, in fact, that there was someone to see she was not 
imposed on.—as a young girl with pots of money and more 
than a tendency to be over-generous was apt. to be. 

He had seen what old Trevor had left in one of the 
English newspapers which had been sent to him regularly 
while he was away ; it undoubtedly was a very tidy 
fortune. 

As for Deb, she was—quite adorable. 

Taking his teacup, he looked down at her affectionately. 
“ Tell me lots more,” he urged. 

But she was anxious to hear about him. 

“ Have you really come home to settle down, Barnaby ? ” 
she asked. 

“ That depends. But I’m not going back East,” he 
replied. “ Perhaps Dominic will give me a job—I am 
sure he will expect me to work.” 

It did not occur to her to ash how he expected to live 
if he didn’t. 

“ Anyway, I should like to stay at home for a bit.” 
There was a wistful note in his voice which went straight 
to her heart. 

“ Of course you would I ” she exclaimed. “ Dominic ought 
to be glad to have you to help him. And—I’m sure he will be.” 

“ Well, as he hasn’t got him a wife yet, and the house 
isn’t exactly cramped for space, perhaps I’ll be allowed a 
comer of it.” He gave her one of those attractive three- 
cornered smiles. 

And so they chatted on. It seemed so right to have him 
here. Even if he looked older, he was so much the same 
Barnaby. She was sure he had been unhappy—his eyes 
looked tired, there were lines about his mouth that had 
not been there when he went away. Characteristically it 
never entered Deb’s head that those lines could have been 
drawn by other things than unhappiness. 

He was apparently disinclined to talk about Ceylon— 
which made her more sure he had been miserable. But be 
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was very much the old, gay Barnaby, and while they had 
tea they laughed happily over mutual memories. 

Then, looking down at his wrist-watch, he got to his feet. 

“ I must go and pay my respects to the master of Silver- 
burn, Deb—or I shall start up on the wrong foot.” 

She rose, too. “ Barnaby-” 

" Yes, sweet ? ” Although it was spoken casually her 
heart gave a quick throb at the endearment. 

“ Don’t quarrel with Dominic.” 

“ My dearest child, why should I ? ” he laughed. “ As 
long as Dominic doesn’t quarrel with me. If he does, 
I shall fly to you for sanctuary. Anyhow—can I come 
again to-morrow ? ” 

“ As if you need to ask.” 

“ Oh, Deb I ” He took her hands. “ You don’t know 
how wonderful it is—and I mean it!—to know someone is 
glad to see me. You are glad ? ” 

“ Very, very glad.” 

“ And I’m—enchanted that you haven’t grown out of 
me. I-” 

He broke off as the room door opened quickly. The 
next moment he had dropped the hands he was holding, 
staring at Clare, who, half-way across the room, had stopped 
dead, her eyes widening. 

“ Oh ! You-1 ” She had spoken before she could 

stop herself, and on top of that breathless exclamation 
Barnaby’s slow: 

“ Hello ! If it isn’t my good Samaritan,” sounded doubly 
casual. Yet the lazy blue eyes meeting and holding hers 
were—anything but casual. 

Looking from one to the other, Deborah asked in surprise: 

“ Do you know each other ? ” 

“ Well, hardly.” Though there was still more colour 
than usual in Clare’s cheeks, her tone outdid his in casual¬ 
ness. “ There was no one to introduce us. But I think,” 
she smiled at her cousin, “ that it isn’t difficult to guess 
that you were expecting him. Deb—if not quite so soon.” 

“ Yes—this is Barnaby,” said Deb, unaware herself of 
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the shade of constraint in the words. “ Barnaby, this is 

the cousin I was telling you about—Clare Brett.” 

“ Hello, Clare—I hear you have a genius for house¬ 
keeping. You don’t look the part.” His fingers closed over 
hers ; for a moment blue eyes looked into hazel ones, then 
their hands fell apart and Clare turned to Deborah. 

“ I think I’ve done all the errands,” she said brightly. 
“ I should have been back before, but I just couldn’t wait 
for my tea. So I had it at The Fleece—I’m not going to 
apologise for being so long, now. I must go right up to 
Mrs. Falcon.” She looked at Barnaby. “ I expect I shall 
see you again.” 

“ You certainly will.” He opened the door for her and 
as she looked up to thank him their glances met again. 
This time she did not smile, and although the others 
followed her out into the hall she did not glance back as she 
made straight for the stairs and began to climb them 
quickly. 

When she reached the top, instead of going in the direction 
of Mrs. Falcon’s room she turned off abruptly to stand by the 
landing window' and look out on to the drive beneath. It 
was open and, craning a little forward, she saw Deborah and 
her companion emerge from the house and pause beside 
the big grey and blue car which she remembered so well. 
Watching, her eyes a. little narrowed, she was conscious that 
he and Deborah were standing very close to each other, and 
of the soft, low hum of words passing between them, though 
she could not hear what was being said, 

Clare’s hands clenched, and her small, sharp, white teeth 
closed on her underlip, 

Deborah was down there, the sun glinting on her burnished 
hair, her laughing, flushed face raised towards the bent, 
clear-cut profile of the man beside her. 

She has everything—everything ! The thought, rushing 
into Clare’s mind, had the venom of an asp sting. This 
house; old Trevor’s money; Dominic’s devotion ; but 
she shan't have Barnaby, ever 1 Somehow—I don’t care 
bow 1—I’ll stop that, even if I have to- 
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The thought broke, and turning away she went quickly in 
the direction of her own room. 


CHAPTER VI 

i 

I F he had left Hightarn twenty minutes earlier, Barnaby 
would have been in excellent spirits, and very satisfied 
with the prospect ahead—taking, contrary to his usual habit, 
the long view. 

But now, negotiating the steep, twisting road, he was 
curiously disturbed in his mind. 

While he had sat in the library watching his young 
hostess, he had felt that she was an altogether pleasing re¬ 
discovery ; though, by his standards, she was still unsophis¬ 
ticated, the seventeen-year-old girl he remembered had 
grown into a charming young woman, who had obviously 
and flatteringly remembered that schoolgirl adoration which 
had amused and sometimes bored him, but which he had 
certainly not discouraged—egged on, perhaps, by the cool 
disapproval of Dominic. 

Until to-day he had not thought about the possibility that 
Deborah would be. seeing quite a lot of Dbminic, and her 
quick defence of his brother this afternoon had been fat 
more obvious to him than to herself. He had noted with 
little satisfaction that she undoubtedly thought a good deal 
of Dominic, more perhaps than she realised herself. With¬ 
out waiting to find out exactly what that meant, it was an 
entirely Barnaby action to lose no time in staking a claim, 
even if he never took it up. 

Before he left the East, shaking off certain complications, 
he had told himself with cynical frankness that a wise step 
would be to marry and settle down—if he could find a girl 
with money who was attractive enough. Perhaps it was 
not entirely Barnaby’s fault that he took it quite for granted 
that anyqne he was good enough to honour with his 
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attentions, should be perfectly willing to meet him more than 
half-way; experience, and a line of easy conquests from the 
hW when conquest of the feminine heart began to interest 
him, had alas ! taught him that. 

And now—there was Deb ; lovely ; well-off; and obvi¬ 
ously still devoted to him. Bless her ! 

He had not returned to England with the idea of marrying 
her—but at the back of his mind there had undoubtedly been 
the possibility; she would be in every way a desirable wife. 

Therefore, it was not pleasing that, as he drove along the 
famili ar roads, the promise of another girl’s dark eyes and 
curved red mouth should be pushing everything else into 
the background. 

Clare Brett. He remembered now that old Trevor had 
had another niece. There had been some family feud, 
some reason why he never saw his brother’s daughter. 

He must certainly learn more about Clare, but he could 
not help wishing that she need not have been around at this 
particular juncture of his affairs. 

II 

But Clare faded into the background when, through the 
young green of the trees surrounding it, he glimpsed for the 
first time, in what suddenly seemed double the number of 
years since he last saw it, the round chimneys and the green 
tiled roofs of Silverburn. 

Avoiding the entrance gates he took a half-mile detour by 
the high stone wall that bordered the road at the side of the 
park, and leaving his car, cut across the grass, and reached the 
house on foot. 

The only person he encountered was a young gardener on 
his way back to the lodge for his tea—a boy Barnaby had 
never seen before. 

He stopped the boy and in reply to the query where he could 
find Mr. Cardross, was told that he had better enquire at the 
south wing, as the rest of the house was “ shut up till Easter ”. 

The south wing was the oldest part of the mansion. Had, 
In fact, been the original small manor house which, built 
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on to in the eighteenth century, had become the Silverbum 
of to-day. 

The door leading into a square oak-floored hall, -where a 
graceful, shallow staircase wound upward to a minstrels’ 
gallery, stood open, and as Barnaby entered, a Boxer dog 
pawed open a half-closed door and came bounding out with 
a deep growl. 

“ Quiet, Bruiser—go back-! ” 

Dominic appeared from the sunlit room beyond, and 
catching the dog by the collar looked up. 

“ Sorry. But you should have rung-” He broke 

off. “Good Lord! Barnaby.” 

“ Nice welcome,” laughed Barnaby. “ Is the hound 
there to run me off-” 

“ Certainly not. Why the dickens didn’t you let me 
know you were coming ? ” 

“ Wanted it to be a pleasant surprise, old man,” said 
Barnaby in his slow drawl. “ Hello, Bruiser. Won’t you 
welcome the prodigal ? ” 

The dog went up to him sniffing, and then turning back into 
the room, lay down beside the chair Dominic had vacated. 

“ Not even a wag,” said Barnaby, “lam not accepted.” 

“ Oh, he’s reserved with strangers 1 Come and sit down, 
I’ll ring for fresh tea,” said Dominic. 

“ Had it, thanks.” Barnaby lowered himself into the chair 
opposite. “ I called on Deb on my way. She’s grown up.” 

In the act of re-lighting his pipe, Dominic half paused. 
Then : “ Yes,” he said quietly, “ she has—grown up.” 

Although he seemed to be looking at the dog, now 
stretched at his master’s feet, Barnaby was instantly aware of 
a drawing back in Dominic, of a shadow passing over his face. 

Barnaby continued casually, “ She didn’t promise any¬ 
thing half as ornamental as the fulfilment is, when she was a 
kid. Made me feel actually ancient; she was hardly more 
than a babe when I went.” 

“ She was seventeen.” 

“ I know,” Barnaby laughed, “and you thought I was out 
to break her little heart. Now I suppose there’s a queue.” 
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Just as well not to give away that he was more than ordinarily 

interested. 

“ I haven’t enquired about the number of her suitors, if 
any,” said Dominic. “ Cigarettes on the table beside you.” 

“ Thanks.” Barnaby helped himself. “ Well, the men 
must be singularly slow, if there isn’t a queue. Deb’s 
certainly grown into a charmer. I’m glad to hear Mrs. 
Falcon is still around to play dragon.” 

Dominic laughed. “ A very mild dragon, I assure you. 
And Deborah is very capable of knowing her own mind,” 
That was a good thing, anyway. Barnaby lowered his 
eyes, studying die glowing tip of his cigarette. 

“ What about the other cousin—I met her for a moment. 
Another looker ! Who exactly is she ? ” 

“ Old Trevor’s niece—Kathleen Maybury’s daughter— 
if that means anything to you.” 

Barnaby shook his head. “ Not a thing. I thought her 
name was Brett ? She hasn’t been married by any chance ? ” 
“ Clare—Lord no ! Her father was old Trevor’s brother.” 
“ A bell rings. Was there some family quarrel ? ” 

” Godfrey Brett ran away with Trevor’s fiancee. Kathleen 
Maybury was an Irish beauty. Trevor never spoke to his 
brother again, and didn’t leave Clare a halfpenny. Deborah 
traced her and insisted on her coming to live with her.” 

“ Heavens 1 ” Barnaby’s interest was genuine. “ She’s 
not sharing the fortune, by any chance ? ” 

“ That at least she is prevented from doing. But no 
amount of tying up could prevent Deb from being generous. 
Miss Brett is ostensibly a kind of secretary companion.” 

Barnaby gave his brother a shrewdly enquiring look. “ I 
take it you don’t altogether approve.” 

“ I don’t. Unfortunately it is not my business,” said 
Dominic curtly. “ Old Trevor made me a trustee, but— 
and now what’s been happening to you ? I take it you are 
back in England for good.” 

Barnaby laughed. “ My dear old Dom, I never wanted 
to leave it. I was induced to—for the good of the family 
and my youthful sins 1 Is it too much to hope that the 
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amount of teapots I’ve helped to fill since then has blotted 
out my faults? I'm really a reformed character. Gosh 1 ” 
he looked round the long, book-lined room and out through 
the open window. " If you knew how I've longed to be 
back—I hope you’re even a tithe as pleased to see me as I 
am to see you—and the old place again.” 

Dominic stretched out his hand: “ Naturally I’m pleased 
to see you back, Barney,” he said, using the diminutive he 
had used in their boyhood. “ I hope you’re going to settle 
down here and we’ll make a go of saving the old place. But 
believe me,” his swift, charming smile broke the gravity of 
his face, “ you’ll have to put your back into it—you’ll have to 
work” 

" O.K.,” agreed Barnaby. “ We’ll see what the prodigal 
can do. I take it Silverbum has joined the stately homes. 
I would make an admirable guide,” he added gaily. “ There’s 
not a bit of family scandal I don't know—or have we got to 
forget ' the wicked Dominic Cardross ’ of the sixteenth 
century, and the naughty (rather naughty I) Lady Jane of 
the seventeenth ? ” 

Dominic laughed. “ Oh 1 we don’t whitewash our 
ancestors.” 

“ You ought to charge an extra half-crown for the revela¬ 
tions.” Then, sobering: “ Anyway, I hope I can make 
myself useful. Lord 1 Dominic, if you knew how grand 
it is to see the old place again. If you were as pleased to 
see me-—” 

For the moment he entirely meant it. 


CHAPTER VII 

x 

S tooping down to a thick clump of rose-coloured tulips 
Deborah snipped off a carefully selected bloom and 
added it to the mass filling the flat basket on her arm. 

The unwontedly mild weather had brought the tulips on 
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earlier than usual and the rain had been gentle enough not 
to beat diem down. The gardens at Hightarn were a blaze 
of colour; forget-me-nots bordering the beds ; the tulips 
in their serried rows, mauve and yellow, rose and orange, 
scarlet and white. 

Deb paused, looking at her domain, a half wistful question 
in her eyes. This was the time of the year she loved almost 
best of all; the time when, from the first spring in which 
she had seen it, she had always been supremely happy at 
Hightarn. But, without trying to analyse her feelings—for 
she had never been given to introspection—Deb knew that 
this spring something was wrong. 

What was it, and why ? What was the meaning of the 
shadow which seemed to have fallen over her home? or was 
it only her imagination that something had gone awry ? 

The spring had started so well. With Barnaby’s return 
a new happiness had taken hold of her. And yet, a month 
later, she had neither happiness, nor even the joy in her 
home which had been there before. 

She saw him at least three or four times a week ; some¬ 
times every day. He seemed to have become almost a 
member of the household. She had missed him so much, 
and having him near ought to have made everything perfect 
but—it did not. 

She could not think why, any more than she could have 
told why the harmony of her home seemed to have gone 
subtly awry. Cousin Amabel seemed out of sorts—not 
physically, but mentally. Deb had often been aware lately 
of the elder woman watching her, a rather anxious expression 
in her eyes. But it was in Clare that she sensed the biggest 
change. 

She had always made excuses for Clare’s moods, and after 
one of them—a bout of sulkiness, or some sharp-edged 
remark—the other girl had always reproached herself, been 
warmer than usual. If Deborah had never realised that 
the whole warmth of their friendship had generated from 
herself, she had at least been sure they were friends. The 
subtle change had not happened all at once; in the 
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beginning Clare had been difficult to know, behaving far too 
much as though she were an employee or a dependant. And 
now, once again, she seemed curiously withdrawn. 

The one crumpled rose-leaf in Deb’s life since Clare’s 
arrival had always been her secret knowledge of the dislike 
between Cousin Amabel and the other girl. Try to ignore 
it, cover it up, and finally do away with it as she would, she 
had at last been forced to accept the uncomfortable fact that 
there never would be more than an armed truce between 
those two. She could not help wondering if the truce could 
have broken out into some battle of which she knew nothing. 

If that was so, she had felt she must find out. It was 
unbearable to think of either of the house-mates she loved 
being unhappy, and to go on with this odd indefinable 
atmosphere had suddenly become impossible. So she had 
tackled Cousin Amabel, but with no result. Mrs. Falcon, 
in her calm, quiet way, merely said : 

“ My dear, let us face the fact that Clare dislikes me 
intensely. But I assure you I have got quite used to her. 
As you say, she has probably had much to try her and warp 
her nature. If she is unhappy at present I promise you I 
have said or done nothing to cause it. Leave her alone; 
she’ll come about—as Betsy-Anne says of the weather.” 

And as Deb would not have dreamed of disbelieving 
Cousin Amabel, that was that. The mystery remained 
unsolved, and it seemed that the only thing to do was to 
hope that Clare would “ come about ”, and behave as if 
she—Deborah—did not notice anything. 

Re-entering the house 'she went along to the large but¬ 
ler’s pantry behind the stairs to arrange her flowers. 

Intent on her task and on her own thoughts, she had no 
idea that as she drew towards the end of her task she was no 
longer alone with Mr. Micawber, the house’s marmalade puss. 

Dominic, standing on the threshold of the open door, 
paused for several minutes watching the grave, charming 
young face bent over the tulips. 

It was the first time since Barnaby’s return that he had 
come upon her when she was quite alone. And believing 
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herself alone, without realising it, Deborah had allowed some 
of her inward conflict to creep out, shadowing her usually 
smiling face. 

Watching her, Dominic thought with a shock: She’s 
unhappy 1 She had grown thinner too, there were shadows 
beneath her eyes as though she did not sleep very well. 

Sudden anger stirred in him. Who was responsible ? 
If it was Barnaby . . . Hang it! he was always here, 
hanging round her. Barnaby at his old games : dispensing 
charm, winning a heart which he had no intention of doing 
anything worth while with. 

By heck ! If Barnaby was playing her up-1 

At that moment Mr. Micawber woke up, and seeing the 
visitor jumped down with a welcoming “ Miaou ” and went 
forward, tail upright, and large paws padding carefully 
across the damp floor. 

Deborah turned with a start. He was standing with his 
back to the light and, seeing the tall figure, her heart leapt; 
then at his: “ ’Morning, Deb," lay suddenly quiet again 
as the eagerness died from her eyes. 

" Dominic ! I didn’t hear a sound.” 

“ Rubber soles to my shoes,” he told her. “ -I’d make an 
excellent burglar. Matter of fact,” he stooped down, lifting 
the cat, “ I was going along to find Bessie and ask where you 
were. I came through the kitchen garden and Macdonald 
told me he was sure you were in, because he’d seen you come 
back ‘ after robbing tulip beds enough to “ r-ruin ” them 

She laughed. “ He knows better than to say that to me. 
What do I have hundreds of bulbs put in for ? Not to let 
the flowers drop on their stalks 1 If I can’t rob * ma ain 
tulip beds, ’ * it’s a reet down shame she added, dropping 
from the far to the nearer North. 

( “ So it is,lass,”he agreed,his eyes twinkling. “Macdonald, 
like all gardeners, likes to cut the flowers himself.” 

“ He’d never cut a flower, the old meanie,” said Deborah. 
“As you’re here, carry that tray into the library. The 
rest can wait—I'll wash my hands and then I’ll join you.” 

He had seen her change of expression, heard the faint 
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disappointment which she had no idea was in her voice, and 
he knew that for a moment she had thought he was—some¬ 
one else. * 

He was standing by the window looking out when she came 
into the room. And as he turned he again had the impres¬ 
sion that she was thinner, and—not happy. Inward anger, 
and that new pain hardened his voice a little as he said : 

“ It’s a good thing there are no tramps along this road, and 
we’ve a dearth of bad characters. This house continually 
gives the impression of being left to itself.” 

“ Does it ? There’s no one to do any harm, and the 
staff’s too limited to be everywhere. I must have some 
more dogs though,” she replied. “Since old Rod died I 
haven’t wanted another, but I think I’ll start a kennell 
Funny there’s never been more than the one collie here— 
and that was only because I so begged for the puppy.” 

Rod had been a Border collie dearly loved, since as a 
small girl she had persuaded her uncle to buy him. One 
of Trevor Brett’s less lovable touts had been, not so much a 
dislike, perhaps, as an indifference to animals. 

“ Yes, it’s time you had a dog or two,” Dominic agreed. 
“ If you’ll wait for a puppy, Mrs. Bruiser has just obliged 
with six fine youngsters.” 

“ Oh 1 I’d love a son of Bruiser’s,” she exclaimed. 
“ Please ... But what about Mr. Micawber ? ” 

“ They’d get used to each other. The youngster will be 
broughtup with cats—anyhow,thatfamily seems tolike them.” 

“ I wouldn’t like to upset Micawber,” said Deborah 
wrinkling her brows in a way which put him in mind of a 
small, rather serious girl with red-gold curls, and filled him 
with an almost overwhelming impulse to pick her up and 
carry her off—heaven knew where, but some place where he 
could keep her safe from all the hurting things of the world; 
where he could give her her heart’s desire. 

.Then with a jerk he realised that he was not the person 
who could ever give her her heart’s desire, and knew that if 
the gift lay in Barnaby’s hands, if Barnaby could make her 
happy. ... 
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The damnable thing was he didn’t believe Bamaby could, 
and he—Dominic—was helpless to stop her from buying tie 
unhappiness he had always dreaded for her. 

“ Goodness 1 Dominic— who are you contemplating 
murdering ? ” asked Deborah, staring at him wide 
eyed. 

He came back with a jerk, managing a rather unamused 
laugh. “ No one. Was I looking fierce ? ” 

“ Terribly.” 

He said quickly : “ By the way, I called in as I passed 
because I had a letter from Mr. Simmonds this morning. 
The tenants of that Cumberland property of your uncle’s 
are giving up, and he has had an offer to sell, I want to go 
into the matter with you. Would you be inclined to part 
with the place ? ” 

“ I don’t know. Really I don’t know a thing about it,” 
she smiled uncertainly. “ What is it—where is it ? What 
ought I to do ? I’ll abide by your advice.” 

“ That’s unusual,” he softened the words with a half smile. 
" It’s a big farm and quite a lot of land—up near Borrowdale. 
What about driving over and having a look at it ? I could 
take you to-morrow. Before I advised you I would have to 
see what kind of state it was in.” 

“ Yes ; I could come to-morrow,” she agreed. 

“ Let’s lunch in Keswick then, and drive on. If I pick 
you up about eleven-thirty ? ” 

*' That would be fine.” 

“ O.K. I must be off now.” He glanced at his watch. 
“ It’s Wednesday—there are always more people to go over 
the house on Wednesdays.” 

“ How is it doing this season ? ” she asked going out to 
the front door with him. 

" Well, it was an early Easter, and it’s only a week since. 
I think it should be good.” 

She hesitated. “ Is—Bamaby a help ? ” 

A slight frown crossed the good-looking face above her. 
“ I’d hardly say Bamaby is taking to the job. As it happens 
I’ve other work for him to do. He’s going to manage the 
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farm for me—under my supervision of course, at first. He 
seems to fancy farming.” 

“ I’m so glad I ” she exclaimed impulsively. “ It seems 
—somehow right for you to—make him your partner in the 
estate.” 

For a moment he looked down at her in silence. Then : 
“ He will certainly have to learn about it, since it will 
probably be his one day. I’ve—a hope there may be Card- 
rosses at Silverburn for—a few more generations.” 

“ Oh, but Dominic, you’ll marry,” she exclaimed. 

He shrugged his shoulders. “ I—wouldn’t count on 
that. I’ve a kind of idea I’m born to be a bachelor." 

She shook her head. “ I don’t believe it. You’ve years to 
think about it yet. Don’t you think it’s your duty to marry ? ” 

“ Why—when there’s an heir provided ? ” he asked 
coolly. “ To-morrow—eleven-thirty, then ? ” He got in¬ 
to the car and with a brief wave drove away. 

Deborah stood where he had left her, thoughtfully staring 
at the drive for some minutes after he had turned the bend 
and was well hidden from sight. 

It was Barnaby himself who had first reminded her that 
he was his brother’s heir. As there had seemed no reason 
why it startled her then, there seemed almost less now. 

But of course, she told herself turning back to the house, 
Dominic would marry. She hoped it would be the right 
kind of girl. 

Then, suddenly remembering that she had promised to 
go to the Vicarage to lunch, she quickened her steps. 

Perhaps Barnaby would be too busy to come round so 
much. If so—at least it would mean he was doing some¬ 
thing worth while, and she must not even suggest that she 
was missing him. 

With a little bitter pang she asked herself what right she 
had to expect him to dance attendance on her. There was 
no tie to hold him to her side—even if he had not more > 
important things to do. 

Just because he had seemed so pleased to see her at the 
beginning and he had spent so much of the time which must 
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have hung heavy on his hands at Hightarn with her, didn’t 

mea n-what she had hoped and longed for it to mean. 

“ You've grown up now , Deb -” The echo of his 

laughing voice came back to her, and smothering the stab of 
pain it brought, she told herself fiercely: Well, then—be 
your age, Deborah. 


ii 

Deborah had not returned from her luncheon appoint¬ 
ment when Barnaby stopped his car in front of Hightarn. 

Reaching the bottom of the stairs at almost that exact 
moment Annie saw the visitor and went forward to meet 
him, 

“ Good afternoon, Mr. Barnaby,” she said. “ Miss 
Deb’s gone to lunch at the vicarage. She said she’d be 
back about three.” 

Barnaby looked at his watch, comparing it with the tall 
grandfather clock ticking away on one side of the fireplace. 
“ It’s quarter to, now,” he said. “ Can I come in and wait, 
Annie ? Mrs. Falcon resting ? ” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Annie. “ Will you go into the library 
and wait ? Would you like a cup of coffee ? ” 

“ Nothing, thanks. Yes, I’ll wait in the library—or 
wander round the garden.” Then, turning back as he 
reached the library door, he called after her: “ By the 
way, where’s Miss Brett ? ” 

“ She’s in the den, sir, Shall I tell her you’re here ? ” 

“ No, don’t disturb her. I expect she’s busy,” he smiled 
at her. ,e I really ought not to be here—I’m playing truant.” 

“ Not the first time you’ve done that, sir.” 

Annie had known him all his life, and continuing on her 
way to the kitchen she thought, Charm a bird off a cherry 
tree, he would ! But Dominic was her favourite, just as 
he was her aunt’s. 

The visitor went into the library and crossing to the win¬ 
dows stood looking out at the garden, frowning thoughtfully. 

Clouds were piling up over the mountain tops; there 
would be more rain presently. But it was his own affairs, 
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not the weather, which brought those deep creases between 
Barnaby’s brows. 

He hated complications, and there was no escaping the 
fact that since his return home several had blown up in his 
life. It was true that when he had returned to Helmmere 
he had formed no definite plans regarding his future, content 
in his usual slightly lazy-minded way to drift for a while. 
Even if there had been an idea of marrying Deborah at the 
back of his mind, he was in no hurry to tie himself up. But 
he had found Deb very much more attractive than he had 
dreamt she would be, and he knew that he would definitely 
have progressed further towards making good what he 
frankly regarded as his claim to her, if it had not been for the 
unexpected trick fate had played on him. For the first 
time in his life he was unsure what he wanted ; what was 
worse, he suspected that he was capable of making a fool of 
himself, if he was not very careful. 

He had kept away from Hightam for the last two or three 
days, and then suddenly made up his mind to come and see 
Deb and—perhaps burn bis boats once and for all. 

Only Deb was not in, and that strange conflict was at war 
in him again. 

He turned quickly as the library door opened and saw 
Clare looking across the room at him. 

“ Hello ! ” she said. “ I didn’t know you were here.” 
Which was quite untrue, because she had heard his voice, 
and been busy before her mirror for the last ten minutes. 
“ Are you waiting for Deb ? ” she asked. 

He went forward, taking her hand. “ I was—-waiting.” 
His eyes smiled down into hers. 

She looked away quickly, withdrawing the hand he had 
retained. There was a touch of added colour under the 
smooth cream of her skin as she moved over to the desk. 

“ Until Deb came in ? ” 

He laughed, “ I heard you were busy.” 

“ So I was—am.” She opened a drawer and began to 
search among its contents. 

He watched her for a moment, and then, taking the line of 
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least resistance, since it was the one which appealed to him 

most, suggested : 

“ Spare the time to smoke a cigarette with me.” 

“ I ought not.” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ I told you—I’m busy. I’m doing the accounts.” 

“ Lord I how dull.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “ It’s one of the things 
I’m here for.” But she took the cigarette he had lighted for 
her and sat down in a corner of that same settee where 
Deborah had sat on the day of his return. 

After a slight hesitation he followed and lowered himself 
down beside her. “ Where have you been lately ? ” he asked. 

“ Where I usually am.” 

“ I didn’t see you in the village.” 

“ I didn’t go in—at least not yesterday. You know I have 
things to do. Haven’t you been doing your duty showing 
the house to people ? ” 

“ No. I don’t think I’m exactly successful at it,” he told 
her. “ I’ve got another job—so I shan’t have so much 
time on my hands.” 

Clare’s heart missed a beat as she gave him a swift enquir¬ 
ing look. ** Where ? ” 

“ I’m going to manage the Home Farm for my brother.” 

She drew a soundless breath. “ I thought you were 
going away.” 

“ No—not yet. I expect I’ll be rather tied up in this 
neighbourhood.” And as the clock in the hall struck: 
“ I’m afraid if Deb isn’t back in five minutes I’ll have 
to go.” 

Deb ! Clare felt a knife-thrust of angry jealousy. 

** Shall I tell her you’ll be in to-morrow ? ” she asked. 

He shook his head. “ Can’t—I’m going in to Kendal on 
some business connected with my new job.” He rose. 
“ I’ll probably meet her on the road.” And then : “ By 
the way, aren’t you usually in Kendal on a Friday ? ” 

“ Yes.” He knew perfectly well that she was. 

“ Probably see you then.” He stubbed out his cigarette 
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in the ashtray on the desk, adding casually: “ I’m going on 
to Arnside and shall lunch there.” 

Their eyes met. It was a half-amused, speculative glance, 
and then Clare asked, deliberately : 

“ If you want me to meet you, why don’t you say so, 
Barnaby ? ” 

“ Because,” he answered with equal deliberateness, “ I’m 
not sure whether I do want you to, or whether you 
want to.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “ Let’s leave it at that, 
then. I’ll go back to my accounts.” , 

He watched her walk to the door, but as she reached it his 
hand was on her shoulder turning her back to face him. 
This time her eyes were hard and over-bright with unshed 
tears. The next moment she was in his arms. 

There was no tenderness in his kiss, and when it ended 
the grip of his fingers hurt as he held her away from him. 
But Clare’s heart was beating triumphantly as she looked 
up at him, her lips parted a little. 

“ What kind of spell do you weave ? ” he asked, the usual 
laziness quite gone from his tone. 

She gave a half-breathless little laugh. “ I’m not a witch.” 

“ I Slink you are—anyhow you’ve bewitched me,” he 
told her. And then: “ Listen, Clare—I’m making no 
promises. I—I don’t want to hurt anyone’s feelings-” 

“ You mean,” she said with the same startling directness, 
“ that you don’t want me to tell Deb ? Well—what is there 
to tell her ? I shan’t be waiting on the mat with the news 
that you’ve kissed me.” 

“ Then I’ll do it again.” Barnaby was his laughing, 
audacious self as he drew her back into his arms, and if part 
of her bitterly resented the way he was taking this—the way 
she was so plainly expected to accept the fact that he “ made 
no promises ”•—with his lips on hers she forgot everything 
but the fierce throbbing of her heart, and her knowledge 
that at least she had managed to smash down the barrier 
which had kept them apart. 

“ Listen,” he said softly, “ I shall drive on to Arnside 
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when I’ve finished to-morrow. Do your shopping and 
drive after me. We can lunch there—no one’s likely to 
see us. And—I’ve a lot to say to you. Things I’ve been 
wanting to say—ever since that first day. Remember ? ” 

She nodded. And then drawing suddenly from the circle 
of his arms. “ I don’t think I’ll come. Hadn’t we better 
forget it ? If you’re afraid of Deb finding out.” 

Did she really mean it, or was it just a clever move born 
of her instinctive knowledge that to draw back now would be 
the very way to make him follow? She could not have 
answered those questions herself, though she wanted to 
believe she had some pride left. 

"Darling, of course you’ll come. You’ll find'me some¬ 
where on the front. And—there’ll be time while we lunch to 
tell you all about everything. It’s nothing to do with Deb,” he 
added quickly, “except—I don’t want to get you in 
wrong.” 

“ Is that true ? ” But she did not care, as holding her 
above the elbows he drew her close again. 

“ You’ll come, won’t you—enchantress ? ” he asked. 

She nodded, springing back as a light step sounded in the 
hall, then the door was pushed open and Deborah came into 
the room. 


CHAPTER VIII 

i 

almost on the instant Clare had darted through the open 
^ windows and vanished along the loggia outside. 

What the deuce did she want to do that for ? thought 
Baraaby, thankful that he was standing with his back to the 
light. Then, as he met Deborah’s clear, rather surprised 
glance and heard her swift, glad “ Barnaby,” he knew, 
feeling a bit damp under his collar, that it was all right. 

“ Deb! You’re back at last, I was just going,” he told her, 
“ Oh, I’m glad I didn’t miss you 1 ” Her transparent 
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pleasure ought to have made him ashamed, but he had 
entirely recovered now and was on his guard as he saw her 
puzzled glance go to the window. “ Was someone else 
here ? ” 

“ Yes,” answered Barnaby calmly. “ Clare—in a hurry 
as usual. What an odd girl it is ! I don’t think she likes me.” 

“ Why not ? ” Deborah’s eyes widened. Then she 
laughed: “ Nonsense! Why shouldn’t she like you ? 
Clare’s just—reserved. You haven’t been quarrelling ? ” 

“ Lord no ! She—just walked off. Never mind Clare,” 
he added impatiently. “ Must you lunch with the Vicar 
at such length ? ” 

“ I wasn’t lunching with the Vicar. I was lunching with 
his wife.” 

“ That sounds more respectable.” 

“ Barnaby I How absurd you are,” she laughed. “ But 
you haven’t got to go yet ? ” she added anxiously. 

Her warm sincerity, the transparency of her pleasure in his 
company should have shamed him from the double game on 
which he was embarked. But if he had needed an excuse 
he would have told himself that what had happened had 
been none of his seeking ; dash it! he had avoided Clare- 
tried to forget her. 

He said : “I ought to go—I was on my way to Crag 
Farm—there’s something wrong with their telephone and 
Dominic wants Thomson to go to Penrith with me on 
Friday and look at a bull Dominic wants to buy. I’m not 
up to buying stock yet, and Tom will know whether it’s 
worth having. But of course,” he added laughingly, “ you 
haven’t heard that I am going to be a farmer ! ” 

“ Oh, but I have ! ” she told him. “ It’s a wonderful 
idea, Barnaby. Dominic has been thinking for some time 
that it was necessary to get someone to take some of the 
estate work off his hands. Since Captain Berwick died last 
year he has been seeing to everything himself, and it really is 
too much for him.” 

To her surprise she saw his face set, and in the moment’s 
silence—always sensitive to atmosphere, especially where 
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anyone she was fond of was concerned—she wondered if he 
was annoyed. She could not think why he should be. 
Then his next words gave her a clue. 

“ I came specially to tell you. I didn’t know Dominic 
had been broadcasting it.” 

“ He came in this morning to see me about some business. 
Surely telling me that he had decided to let you try your 
hand at managing the farm was not broadcasting it." She 
looked at him with a surprise which had more annoyance in 
it than she realised. If she had stopped to consider it might 
have struck her as odd that it should so often be Barnaby 
who roused this quick impulse to defend Dominic in her. 
It had happened more than once since that first time. 

“ I suppose not,” he agreed with a half smile. “ But— 
childish perhaps 1—I wanted to tell you myself.” 

Her heart missed a beat. “ I was going to ring you and 
tell you how glad I was, if you had not come in. I suppose 
it will mean that you won’t have nearly so much spare time, 
but—it is a good idea, isn’t it ? Do sit down and tell me 
how you feel about it, Barnaby—Tom’s probably out, but 
you’ll be sure to catch him at tea-time. I’ll drive up with 
you, I want to see Betsy-Anne.” 

“ That would be lovely—only I’ve got to go on over the 
fells to have a drink with Sir James,” he said. “ The old 
boy came back from London yesterday, and hearing I was 
back rang up and—more or less commanded me to report 1 
He's my godfather, you know.” 

Sir James Fendon was one of the bigwigs of the county. He 
and General Cardross had been brother officers in their 
youth. 

“ That’s all right. I can walk back,” said Deborah. 
“ If you’ll give me a lift to Crag Farm.” 

“ If I will! ” 

“ I’m quite ready. I'll just tell Annie I shan’t be back 
to tea.” She ran towards the kitchen while he went out to 
the car. 

In the few moments while he waited, his hands on the 
wheel, looking up at the house he was aware of a movement 
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behind the curtains of one of the upper windows, the wave 
of a hand telling him that Clare was there. But before he 
could make any response, Deborah joined him. 

From her bedroom window Clare stared after them, her 
hands clenched. 

Why had Deb gone with him ? Was that why he had 
come—to ask her to go out with him ? 

Oh, I hate him 1 she told herself furiously. I hate them both. 
I won’t meet him to-morrow—I won’t play second fiddle. 

Then, remembering those moments in the library, she 
turned away, covering her face with her hands. Would he 
make love to Deb like that—was it because of Deb that he 
could—or would—make no promises ? As if I don’t know 1 
she thought furiously. What a fool I am ! But she shan’t 
have him 1 I’d die rather than let her. Or- 

She dropped her hands and stood staring before her, 
breathing quickly, half frightened at her own violence; 
after a time the tenseness went out of her. Why should 
she care if Deborah thought she was going to get Barnaby ? 
Let her think it. 

A slow, secret little smile touched her lips. Hadn’t he 
said that she—Clare—was an enchantress ? And wasn’t 
it up to her to bind her spell so closely about him that he 
couldn’t escape ? . . . 


H 

Deborah was not the only person who was conscious of 
something vaguely wrong since Barnaby’s return. Driving 
to collect her the next morning, Dominic stared at the road 
ahead, that deep V-shaped line between his brows which 
always denoted worry. 

With his cool way of sweeping aside any difficulties that 
appeared in his path, that air of determination that things 
should go as he wished and planned them to, very few people 
realised the sensitiveness underlying the strength of the 
front with which he faced life. Fewer still that his pas¬ 
sionate devotion to his home and the land in which the 
Cardross roots were so deeply buried, was almost fanatical. 
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Since his brother’s return he had faced the fact that it 
would probably—as he felt at present—almost certainly be 
Barnaby who would inherit. 

Dominic’s mind told him it was his duty to marry so that 
a son of his own should inherit. But his heart told him with 
equal firmness that it could not take second best. It must 
either be the girl to whom in the beginning, quite against any 
knowledge or intention, he had given that heart, or—no one. 

For Dominic knew himself to be that strangest of 
phenomena, a one-woman man. 

Deb was on the lawn playing with Mr. Micawber when 
the Silverburn car turned in at tire gate. 

Picking up the cat she came quickly across the grass as 
Dominic stopped. It was a wide lawn and sitting behind 
the wheel watching her he remembered how often he had 
seen her cross it with that light, half-running motion— 
Deborah with her bright hair shining in the sunlight, and 
her face alight with welcome—strange that the things one 
loved so much could turn a knife in one’s heart. 

“ What a lovely day ! ” she exclaimed. “ We shall be losing 
our watery reputation if this weather goes on much longer.” 

He laughed. “ Quiet! We’ll get rain soon enough I 
I’m wanting it to keep fine for the present. After that 
winter we really are behind with work on the land.” 

“ I know,” she nodded. 

“ Are you bringing Mr. Micawber ? " he stretched out a 
hand to stroke the cat. 

She laughed. “ He’d be rather a liability, I’m afraid,” 

As Deb put the huge marmalade puss down, shooing him 
gently towards the house, he walked off haughtily, rather 
offended at his game having been interrupted. 

At the same moment Mrs. Falcon came out of the house 
and, seeing Dominic, waved as she came towards him, 
calling: “ Please don’t get out ; I only want a word with 
Deb. What a lovely morning,” she added as she reached 
the car. “ Dominic, where have you been all days ? ” 
And when he told her he had been there only the day before : 
“ Oh dear 1 and I thought you had deserted us,” she added 
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in her deceptively vague way. “ Are you never coming to 
have dinner again ? ” 

“ When I’m asked,” he answered, his eyes twinkling. 

“ Dominic ! since when did you need to be asked ? ” 
exclaimed Deborah. “ Anyway, don’t forget you have 
got to come on the twentieth, whether you like parties or 
not, it’s my twenty-first birthday.” 

“ I hadn’t forgotten. I was wondering if there was going 
to be a party,” he replied. 

“ Rather ! We’re going to town in quite a big way this 
year. Dinner—and dancing afterwards, and, of course, a feast 
for the villagers. I shall soon be getting too ancient to enjoy 
birthday parties—so I’m going to make the best of them.” 

“ My child 1 stop making me feel an ancient party,” 
protested Cousin Amabel. “ It only seems yesterday that 
you were ten.” 

“And now I shall be twenty-one next week,” said Deb. “But 
she needn’t worry, need she, Dominic—she gets younger.” 

“ Every day.” 

“ Second childhood ! ” laughed Mrs. Falcon. “ Deb 
darling, Clare went off in such a hurry this morning that 
I forgot to ask her to do half the things I wanted. Could 
you get me some notepaper in Keswick ? You know the 
kind—they have it at Smiths.” 

“ Yes, of course. Has Clare gone ? ” asked Deb. “ She 
doesn’t usually go off so early.” 

“ I think she wanted to get her hair done.” Though 
Cousin Amabel spoke with her usual calmness, Dominic 
had an idea she was annoyed. It was no secret to him that 
the older woman “ had no time ” for Clare. 

“ Well, you two had better be off,” said Mrs. Falcon 
more briskly than usual. 

Watching them drive off a few moments later, she stood 
shading her eyes with one hand until the car, which had 
disappeared round the bend in the drive, appeared on the 
road. Then she went back to the house, giving a half sigh. 
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CHAPTER IX 

I 

D eborah, settled back in her seat while the car climbed 
swiftly and smoothly up the road between the 
mountains, felt at peace with the world, and suddenly far 
away from the complexities and low spirits which had been 
bothering her recently. 

Breaking the silence presently she said: “ I’ve been thinking 
about the idea of selling this place we are going to see, 
Dominic, and that there are quite a lot of small bits of 
property Uncle Trevor left, aren’t there ? ” 

“ About half a dozen different lots,” he told her. “ I did 
a thorough inspection of it all when you first inherited and 
the tenants have been very satisfactory. But there are two 
or three leases falling in. I’ve been meaning to have a real 
talk with you about it all.” 

“ I say ! ” she exclaimed, the thought striking her for 
the first time. “ It’s all very well for you to keep an eye 
on my property, but it seems to me you’ve more than enough 
to do to look after your own. The Hightarn land alone is 
quite a responsibility—I am the end! It’s never struck 
me that you were managing my business affairs.” 

He laughed. “ It’s not a very arduous task, Deb. And 
you’ll learn to do it yourself in time. You seemed to get a 
very good grasp the last time we went over things.” 

“ But are you doing my management as well as your 
own ? ” she insisted. 

“ I’m keeping an eye on things, that’s all. As I say, 
you’ll learn to do it yourself when it’s—necessary.” 

She frowned. “ I can learn about crops, and repairs 
' and—and that kind of thing. But you know I’m hopeless 
over figures. I couldn’t do accounts. That’s why Clare 
is such a gift in the house—she knows to a penny where 
the money goes. I hate anything that looks like a sum 1 
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Must be psychological—I was always in hot water over 
arithmetic at school.” 

How young she still was ! And—how sweet. He would 
have gladly taken on every mathematical problem in the 
world to keep her brow free of that worried little crease. 
Nevertheless, he was conscious of a pang of dismay. The 
time could come when someone else might shoulder these 
responsibilities for her—someone who might be less con¬ 
scientious than he was. 

She went on quickly : ** I know Uncle Trevor liked to do 
all the management of the estate himself—after Mr. Sutton 
retired. But—don’t you think perhaps I ought to engage 
a factor or estate agent or whatever it is that manages land, 
as Captain Berwick did for your father ? ” 

“ Poor old Sutton didn’t make exactly a big success of 
his job latterly. His ideas were old-fashioned and he spent 
more than your uncle made. Land has got to be made to 
pay its own way,” said Dominic. “ But don’t worry, my 
dear. Perhaps we’ll find you somebody reliable presently 
—meanwhile I J m quite capable of coping.” 

“ I know you’re capable, but it seems utter cheek to let 
you waste your time.” 

“ Be quiet, Deb. I’ll tell you when I feel I’m wasting it.” 

She was smitten with contrition. After all, she had taken 
the many, many things he must have done for her since 
her uncle’s death very much as a matter of course—not 
even realising he was doing them. And she had not always 
been—very polite to him. It was all very well to drive 
over her land and see it in perfect condition, to sign cheques 
and look over accounts twice a year—hardly listening to 
his explanations because she knew’ he understood all about 
it and it was all quite in order, but- 

“ Tell me,” she demanded, “ a trustee isn’t supposed to 
do all that, is he ? ” 

“ All what ? A trustee is supposed to see that the money 
he is more or less responsible for is in safe hands, and unless 
the estate is run properly I for one would not feel I was 
doing what was required. Tush, Deb—for the love of 

T—c 
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Pete stop worrying. When I embezzle your funds it will 

be time enough to worry about what I’m doing,” he told her- 

“ Thank you—a lot. But I still think you ought to find 
me a good manager for your own sake,” she said firmly. 

" We’ll see.” 

Then, as they slowed down behind a van that had emerged 
from a farm gate, he turned his head and smiled at her. 

“ Don’t look so worried, Deb. Even if you do have a 
manager, I’ll still be there to see that he doesn’t ask you 
to do his arithmetic.” 

She gave a relieved laugh. “ Oh, Dom 1 I thought you 
were cross with me.” 

“ What on earth for ? ” 

“ Well—you’ve been so good. I didn’t mean I wanted 
anyone else. Only you are so busy.” 

“ Look ”—they had been forced to stop now while the 
big van ahead turned off again—“ when I feel I’ve too much 
on my plate I’ll tell you. That’s a bargain.” 

For the briefest instant his hand touched the one of hers 
which was resting on her knee. Deb’s heart hastened 
curiously with the acceleration of the car as they shot ahead 
again. Dominic was—unpredictable, but after all, how¬ 
ever difficult he might be sometimes, he was the most 
reliable person she knew. 

After their business had been accomplished, they lunched 
happily in the old inn overlooking Derwent Water, with the 
great panorama of the Cumberland hills stretching upward 
around them. It was a gay, cheerful lunch. In some un¬ 
explainable way time seemed to have slipped back; it was 
more like the times when Dominic used to take her out for 
long runs, when they often left the car somewhere like this 
and did an afternoon’s walking or climbing, to return to a 
typical high tea—and an appetite which matched the 
plentiful fare of whatever inn he had chosen. Those days 
when she had been a schoolgirl, and Dominic Cardross her 
great friend—the “ big brother ” she had never had of her 
own-—or missed after she met Dominic. 

Breaking the silence in which she and her companion had 
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both been engrossed by their own thoughts, she asked abruptly: 

“ How is Barnaby liking his new job, Dominic ? ” 

Whatever Barnaby did for her, his intrusion into what 
up to now had been an enchanted interlude, spoiled it 
completely for Dominic. 

“ He hasn’t told me. Hasn’t he told you ? ” His voice 
was oddly impersonal. 

She shook her head, though sudden recollection of what 
Barnaby had said brought the colour to her cheeks. 

He saw it, and, mistaking the cause, felt with humiliation 
and anger what he knew to be a stab of jealousy. 

She saw the hardening of his eyes as they met hers and 
even while she only half understood it, felt a pang of what 
for once was more dismay than resentment. 

Why must the mention of Barnaby always turn the harder 
side of him uppermost ? If that went on, it seemed that 
Barnaby could not be proved anything except right. 

She said, trying half unconsciously to recapture the har¬ 
mony which appeared suddenly to have shattered : “It’s 
such a good idea for him to ”—she smiled—“ have a stake 
in Silverburn. It’s not like him working for a stranger. 
Oh, Dominic I ” she added impulsively, “ it ought to be a 
big success once he’s got a grip of it all.” 

“ My dear child,” he said impatiently, “ it is not a matter 
of getting a grip of anything—the veriest idiot should be 
able to cope with what Barnaby has to do. If he fails in 
that he’s not very likely to make a success of anything. 
He’s country-born—he was fond enough of hanging round 
the home when he was a kid. As long as he’s conscientious 
and develops a decent sense of responsibility he shouldn’t 
be able to make a hash of things.” 

. Deb began to play a noiseless little tattoo on the table. But 
she still knew in her heart that she had rediscovered something 
important and rather precious to her to-day, and she did 
not want to lose this sense of companionship with Dominic 
—to be quarrelling again the moment Barnaby was mentioned. 

While Dominic, knowing something was already lost, 
was thinking : damn Barnaby ! Damn him 1 
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Deborah forced a laugh. “You know—I’ve told you 
before, if you always do the bossy elder brother you and 
Barnaby will never really get on. And now if you are 

going to make him feel that he is just your employee-” 

He flushed. “ I certainly don’t mean him to feel that.” 

“ I’m sure you don’t,” she said warmly. “ But—can’t 
you make him feel that you really are partners ? ” 

“ That’s up to him,” said Dominic. “ Let’s face it, 
Deb,” his voice softened. “ There’s lot of the playboy in 
my young brother. When he is bored he is much too 
inclined to just turn his back and walk out on the party. 
If he does that on Silverburn he’s had it—as far as my 
lifetime is concerned. There won’t be another chance, 
so he had better make good.” 

“ But of course he will. You say that he is your ”—she 

smiled slightly—“ heir apparent-” 

“ Sure. But the heir apparent doesn’t always inherit. 
After all, there’s still the National Trust. I could hand 
over Silverburn in its entirety.” 

Her eyes widened. “ Let the family give it up ? ” 

“ It depends on Barnaby—at present.” 

She flushed. 

“ And if he doesn’t please you, you’d—throw away the 
family birthright rather than let him inherit.” 

“ I would at least make the place safe for future genera¬ 
tions of the country to enjoy—rather than have it in the 
hands of someone who had proved his inability to go on 
fighting as I am fighting for it,” he told her. “ But let’s 
forget it. As I’ve said, it’s up to Barnaby.” He hesitated. 
Then : “ In any case,” he added with a return of that hard 
coolness she disliked most of all in him, “ you wanted me 
to give him a chance, and—I’ve done what you wanted. 
We had better be getting back. I’ll see about the car.” 

She rose as he did, but when he went away she turned 
towards the window and stood staring across the lake, 
a new indescribable misery descending on her. She was 
so terribly afraid that Barnaby was right; there was no 
chance of any partnership being a success while Dominic 
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took that attitude. And now she was in it—somehow made 
to share the responsibility. 

From the window she saw Dominic bring the car round, 
and picking up her bag and gloves went outside. 

She got in and they drove off in a silence which remained 
unbroken for the first mile ; then turning to her companion, 
she broke out suddenly : 

“ Dominic, I can’t understand you. If you—think so 
little of Barnaby that you would rather get rid of the house 
than let him have it-” 

“ I did not say that,” said Dominic with that cool quiet¬ 
ness which had such power to madden her, “ I said that 
rather than leave it to someone unworthy I would leave it 
to the nation of which it is a part.” 

“ But I can’t understand why you don’t marry.” 

“ I know you can’t,” he told her, his eyes on the road. 
“ But perhaps some day—when we are all older—you will 
understand.” 


CHAPTER X 
1 

F or the next three days Deborah saw nothing of Dominic, 
and when Barnaby did appear, Sir James Fendon and 
his wife, Lady Helen, had dropped in. 

With Cousin Amabel presiding, they were all having tea 
in the drawing-room. The General immediately button¬ 
holed his godson, demanding how much he had learnt about 
farming by now. 

Resigning himself with the best grace in the world to his 
godfather’s cross-examination, Barnaby was his most charm¬ 
ing self, and discussed farming as if it was and ever had 
been his one interest in life. Whether the knowledge he 
had acquired was superficial or not was another matter. 

Deb was soon drawn into the conversation; but Clare, 
who had guessed long ago that she was not popular with the 
Fendons, had taken her teacup and withdrawn into the shadow 
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near enough to Mrs. Falcon to be on hand if she was needed. 

The drawing-room at Hightarn ran almost the whole 
length of one side of the house. Overlooking the rose 
garden, it opened out on to a stone terrace from which 
three shallow steps led down to it, 

Bamaby had sunk into the chair next to his younger 
hostess, not even noticing Clare—seated in a direct line 
with him but in the shadow of one of the long parchment- 
coloured brocade curtains. 

She had ample opportunity to watch him, to be aware 
that it was he who had drawn Deborah into the discussion, 
and to note how often his head turned towards the other girl. 

And then, as though in answer to the unspoken demand 
she was sending out to him, he looked up and their eyes met. 
The swift exchange of glances lasted only for an instant, 
but it had held a flash of intimacy which could only pass 
between two people who knew and understood each other. 

Almost at the same moment there was a step on the 
terrace and Dominic paused on the threshold, asking per¬ 
mission to enter. 

“ Why, here is Dominic,” said Mrs. Falcon. “ Please 
ring for some fresh tea, Clare dear.” 

Dominic having been greeted by the others on the way, 
came across to pay his respects to Cousin Amabel, and to 
raise a hand in brief salute to Clare as she went back to 
her seat. Then Bamaby moved over to put his cup on the 
tea-wagon, saying in a lowered voice to his brother ; “ Do 
go and talk to the old boy. I only looked in on my way 
to the village, and I’ve been going through an agricultural 
exam. I’m just clearing off.” 

Dominic raised his brows in amused understanding. 
“O.K.” 

“ Go and sit over there, my dear,” Mrs. Falcon beamed 
at her favourite. “ There will be some fresh tea in a 
minute. And oh ! Dominic,” as he turned away, “ if you 
happen to be free some time soon, I’ve a little matter I 
want your advice on, nothing very urgent, but I should 
just like an opinion.” 
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“ I'll look in to-morrow some time,” he promised. 

Barnaby, who had been speaking to Clare, came back to 
make his adieu. 

“ Why don’t you join the agricultural committee, Mrs. 
Falcon ? ” he murmured. 

She shook her head at him. “ The General expects you 
to be single-minded.” 

“ I’m off-” He gave her a wicked look. “ One- 

track and many tractors-minded, you mean,” and left her 
laughing in spite of herself. 

He had to wait for a few moments though, the General 
being in full spate with Dominic. 

“ Magnificent new barns you’re building at the bottom 
of your six-acre, my boy,” he boomed. “ Can’t afford to 
do any building myself—too darned expensive. You’re 
certainly ploughing back the profits—what! ” 

Dominic smiled. “Those old barns are almostfallingdown. 
We feel,” he included Barnaby with a glance, “ that the wood 
could burn like a match if it got the chance. Apart from 
the hay, etc., they’re very near the cattle sheds, and after 
what happened last year over the Raise, I don’t want to take 

risks-” He broke off, turning to Barnaby. “ By the way, 

Barney, while I think of it, you did renew that 
insurance ? ” 

There was the smallest almost imperceptible pause, then 
Barnaby answered quickly: 

“ Yes, rather—of course I did.” 

“ Good.” 

“ I’ll see you later, Dominic. Good-bye, sir—good-bye, 
Aunt Helen.” He bent to kiss the cheek Lady Helen 
offered him. “ Can I come and have tea next week ? " 

“ Do, my dear. I’m so glad you’re settling down,” she 
told him affectionately. “ I’ll tell cook to make her cherry 
cake for you.” 

He blew her a kiss. “ I love you even more than cherry 
cake, Aunt Helen.” He strode away. So handsome; so 
assured that the General’s next remark seemed to two of 
his listeners, at least, quite out of place. 
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“ Glad to see you are making a man of the boy, Dominic. 
Time he learnt some sense of responsibility.” 

“ I think he’s doing pretty well, sir,” Dominic caught 
the swift, warm gratitude of Deb’s glance, but though he 
smiled back at her there was no responding warmth in his 
heart, only that half angry pain piercing it again. 

ii 

Deborah was determined that her birthday party should 
be what Bessie described as a “ reet good do ”. 

Apart from the few social events round Christmas, when 
the big houses round about usually opened up to give 
dinner parties, informal dances and that kind of thing, 
and the village celebrations in which everybody took part, 
it had been very quiet this year. 

Deborah had arranged to give a dinner party on her 
birthday, followed by a dance to which not only her own 
friends but all the village were invited. Dancing would take 
place in the big barn at the back of the house. A special floor 
was being laid down and the place repainted and decorated. 

A week before the eighteenth she whisked both her 
cousins off to Liverpool to buy new frocks, and they stayed 
for a couple of nights at the Midland Adelphi. Deb—as usual 
when she was spending money on other people—was in the 
highest of spirits when she started on the jaunt, but somehow 
she did not get the fun out of it which she had expected. 

Cousin Amabel had some old relative in the city whom 
she went off to spend the second day with, leaving the 
girls to enjoy themselves shopping." 

Deb would have been perfectly happy, for she loved 
buying pretty things or even looking at them, and it was an 
opportunity to order a new spring wardrobe. But somehow 
it fell flat; though Clare did not fail to show interest, her 
cousin felt intuitively that she was not really enjoying 
herself, and although Deb insisted on buying her party 
frock there was an argument when she wanted to have some¬ 
thing much cheaper—though obviously she was attracted < 
by the lovely model she had first tried on. Then she flatly 
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refused to let Deborah give her anything beyond the one 
dress, insisting on buying the shoes and accessories herself. 

It never occurred to Deborah that Clare’s “ independ¬ 
ence ” might stem from a mean jealousy, a jealousy which 
Barnaby’s return had increased tenfold. 

After their return things became hectic, and, engrossed in 
her preparations, Deborah hardly noticed that neither of 
the Cardrosses had even looked in since the day of the 
Fendons’ visit—nor that Clare seemed to have suddenly 
taken to spending at least an hour going for a solitary walk 
each day. Clare seemed to be in the best of spirits again— 
especially when she came in from those walks. 

But if Deb was too busy to notice, Mrs. Falcon was not. 

Writing letters in. the library on the day before Deb’s 
birthday, she sealed the last envelope and, addressing it, 
sat thoughtfully tapping her fountain pen against her 
slightly pursed lips as she stared out into die garden. 

She was roused from her reverie by the opening of the 
door and Annie announcing : “ Mr. Cardross, ma’am.” 

Cousin Amabel’s slight frown disappeared instantly as 
she looked round and saw Dominic crossing the carpet. 

“ My dear boy,” she held out her hand smilingly, “ since 
when did you need announcing ? ” 

He laughed. “ Bessie doesn’t mean the genus parlour¬ 
maid to die completely while she has a niece to train.” 

“ I don’t know where Deb is,” said Mrs. Falcon. “ I 
rather think she is inspecting the marquee. In which case 
you can’t go and look for her because—bless the child 1— 
no one is to see it before to-morrow.” 

“ It’s to be some party, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Yes. Deb was brought up to be very birthday-con¬ 
scious. Ever since she came into my charge I saw to it 
that her birthday should be a happy and special occasion— 
that and Christmas. When she had no parents to do it, 
it—seemed important, you know.” 

“ How lucky she was to have someone like you.” Dominic 
had long ago decided on the true worth which lay beneath 
Mrs. Falcon’s veneer of lamest faire. 
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“ How lucky I was when Trevor thought of me to look 
after her,” she said. 

“ You made a wonderful job of it.” 

“ Dominic, my dear, Deb is a ‘ wonderful job 1 all by herself.” 
Mrs. Falcon rose, crossing to an easier chair. “ She’s 
true gold, that girl—in spite of her very human failings.” 

*' Do you need to tell me that ? ” he asked, turning 
abruptly towards the fireplace. Reaching it, he faced round 
again. “ Personally I wouldn’t say there were any failings.” 

They regarded each other for a brief moment. If Cousin 
Amabel knew his secret Dominic did not resent her pos¬ 
session of it, and perhaps from that day, without making any 
comment, they both took it for granted that she did know. 

She said calmly now : “ Oh, yes, Dominic, she has failings. 
Have not you had to cope with them ? She’s too impulsive 
by half, and much too quick-tempered. If loyalty can be 
a fault—well, there you are ! One dare not say a thing 
about the people she likes—alas ! ” 

Dominic crossed die room again and drawing up a chair 
sat near his companion. “ Something wrong ? ” he asked 
sympathetically. “ You said you wanted to talk to me about 
something, and I haven’t had a chance to look in again 
until now. You were not well the next day.” 

She glanced round, making sure there was no one near 
the windows. “ My dear Dominic,” she said with unusual 
energy, “ I must talk to somebody or burst. We are both 
devoted to Deb ; you are her trustee ; I stand in the place 
of the parents she lost. She is fond of you—devoted to me. 
But we’re both helpless when she makes up her mind that 
it is not only her duty, but her pleasure to share her home 
with—someone else.” 

He looked at her thoughtfully. “ You mean Clare Brett ? ” 

“ I do.” Cousin Amabel’s soft mouth set. “ I tried to 
persuade her at the beginning to send the girl a lump sum 1 
of money and forget her. I don’t know why, but I had an* 
odd intuition Deb was buying unhappiness for herself. 
But what could I do ? This is her home, and naturally •{ 
the idea of young companionship appealed, apart from \ 
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anything else. I was afraid she might think I was jealous. 
So I let Clare come without protest. I even let her take 
the strings of the household management into her hands. 
But I never trusted her. And lately I distrust her more 
than ever ; she’s up to something, Dominic. She is living 
some secret life of her own. Don’t ask me what it is; 
put me down as a silly, imaginative old woman—but one 
thing I do know, and that is that Clare, who ought to be 
on her knees to Deb for what my girl has done for her, is 
not only ungrateful. She hates her cousin-” 

“ Oh, but that’s impossible 1 ” 

“ Not at all. Certain natures instinctively resent being 
put in a position that calls for gratitude (not that Deb would 
ever look for such a thing. She takes everything she has 
done for the girl as a matter of course). At first I think 
Clare was, in her strange way, fond of her cousin, though 
she was always jealous and resentful inside. I’ve watched 
her. Lately something has happened, and I tell you she 
hates Deb. I’ve caught her when she hasn’t dreamt I was 
observing—watching Deb—resentfully. You look incred¬ 
ulous, but believe me I do not exaggerate.” 

“ My dear lady,” said Dominic soothingly, though he had 
never been more taken aback in his life than by this unex¬ 
pected outburst, “ you must be wrong. Jealousy, resentment 
—perhaps. But why should she hate Deb, of all people ?” 

Mrs. Falcon hesitated. It was almost impossible to know 
what a man as reserved as Dominic was really feeling. For 
some time now she had wanted to take him into her con¬ 
fidence, and if the suspicion which had been growing was 
correct, she felt it was her duty to do so. Perhaps it was 
also her duty to warn him. 

“ I wouldn’t speak to anyone except you as frankly as 
this,” she said. “ And, of course, in the deepest con¬ 
fidence. But—our Deb is very transparent. I think you 
must have seen where she is—more than inclined to give 
her deepest affection.” 

“ Barnaby ? ” he asked quietly. 

She nodded. “ You ask why Clare should hate her 
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cousin. If they both set their hearts on the same man- 

<f What makes you think-” He was really startled. 

“I am quite sure,” she told him calmly. “ And I also 
suspect that she may be given a certain amount of en¬ 
couragement.” 

He frowned. “ Do you mean this girl and Barnaby are 
having some kind of affair ? ” 

“ I don’t know. I do know that she’s up to something. 
She slips off by herself—and I’d say to meet someone. 

Just beep an eye-- Oh! here’s the tea and Deb ! ” 

exclaimed Mrs, Falcon brightly as the door opened for 
Annie to wheel in the lea-wagon, Deborah following. 

“ Dominic 1 ” She gave him her hand with frank 
pleasure. “ How nice to sec you. Where have you been 
all this time ? ” 

“ Tied up somewhat,” he told her. “ Earning half- 
crowns is an arduous business. Wilson sprained his ankle 
a few days ago.” 

Wilson had been the butler at Silverbum ever since any 
of the younger people could remember, and had obstinately 
retained his job when the staff had to be cut to a minimum. 
He it was who acted as chief guide to the visitors who paid 
their half-crowns to see the house. There was not a piece 
of its history he did not know. 

“ So you’ve been working overtime. What’s Barnaby 
doing ? ” she asked, without a trace of self-consciousness. 

“ Learning to be a farmer. It take all his spare time.” 

“ Well, you’re neither of you getting out of coming to 
my party to-morrow,” she reminded him. “ Isn’t it lovely 
the rain to keep off as it is doing ? ” 

“ It is giving a wonderful chance to get things going on 
the land,” he said. “ Certainly I’m coming to your party. 
Wilson shook the mothballs out of my tails before he 
sprained his ankle.” 

She did not mention Barnaby again ; it would have sur¬ 
prised her to realise she did not even think of him, but 
driving away half an hour later, Dominic’s mind was almost 
completely occupied by his brother. Mrs. Falcon’s 
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confidence had shaken him, but he still felt that her dislike 
and distrust of Clare—feelings which he fully shared—had 
led her to exaggerate matters. Yet he could not rule out 
the chance that Bamaby might be indulging in the odd 
flirtation, or that Clare was the type of girl many men would 
find attractive. For himself he had sized her up from the 
beginning and both disliked and distrusted her. 

For the first time he realised that though he had known 
Deborah cared for Bamaby he had no real inkling of what 
his brother’s feelings for Deb were. His constant visits 
to Hightarn might not have been because of Deb. But by 
heck ! Deb wasn’t going to be made miserable—double- 
crossed by the man she had honoured with her love, and 
the girl who owed everything to her. 

Staring frowningly ahead, Dominic moved his shoulders 
impatiently. This, seemed altogether too dramatic and 
involved. He really could not accept Cousin Amabel’s 
suspicion of some hidden intrigue as fact. She was the nicest 
of women, but that would not prevent her being thoroughly 
prejudiced regarding Clare Brett—probably with good reason. 

Seeing things from a man’s point of view, Mrs. Falcon’s 
confidences appeared very much a storm in a teacup. If 
Clare was making herself unpleasant to Deb, that need not 
mean that it was because she was in love with Barnaby. 

Oh, Lord ! I can’t get involved in this kind of thing! 
thought Dominic angrily. And certainly any suggestion of his 
spying on Barnaby, or keeping his eyes open to find out what 
Clare was doing with her spare time was out of the 
question. 

On the whole he decided that Cousin Amabel had allowed 
prejudice to lead her' into suspicion for which there seemed 
no foundation. He wished she had held her tongue, wished 
above all that she had not put into words the wish which 
had haunted him for so long: “ I would rather Deb had 
given her heart to anyone else . . 
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STARDUST FOR DREAMS 


CHAPTER XI 

I 

almost from the moment it started there had been no 
■rV doubt that Deborah’s “ birthday party ” could turn 
into anything other than a success. 

An enormous marquee covered the grass behind the house, 
and a special dance-floor had been laid down in it. Though 
there had been a shower in the night before, not another 
spot fell from breakfast-time on, and at midnight, with the 
festivities still in full swing, not another had fallen. 

The stars in the dark-blue canopy overhead vied with 
the strings of fairy lamps which illumined the gardens like 
dozens of oversized fireflies in green, amber, blue, and red, 
and as the night advanced a full moon made floodlighting 
quite unnecessary. 

Standing on the edge of the crowded floor, Deborah did 
not need to look very closely to discover that her guests 
were having a very good time. 

She felt that she ought to be the happiest girl in the world, 
and wondered suddenly why nothing could be quite perfect 
even for one night. This whole evening she had only had 
one dance with Barnaby, and now- 

“ Deb 1 You don’t mean to tell me that you have not 
got a partner ? ” She looked up quickly to find Dominic 
standing beside her. 

“ I think he has got mislaid,” she replied lightly, “ I 
expect he went over to the house and someone has button¬ 
holed him. The elders are mostly playing bridge over 
there. But—if I must confess,” she added, “ I’m thankful ‘ 
to get a chance to rest.” 

> “ Then come outside and sit down. Any man who allows ' 
himself to cut a dance with you on any pretext deserves 
execution." 

“ No. He’ll turn up. As a matter of fact,” she turned * 

f 
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anxious eyes on the dance-floor again, “ I was wondering 
where Clare was—I haven’t seen her lately. I do hope 
she is having a wonderful time. She’s done so much to 
help make the party a success.” 

“ Oh 1 she’s about somewhere. Come and sit down.” 

A hand on her arm, he drew her outside, guiding her to 
one of the small tables which were dotted about on the grass. 

She sank down on to the chair he offered, smiling across 
at him when he took the one opposite. “ I don’t believe 
I shall get up to-morrow.” 

“ You’re not in bed yet,” he told her. “ Your guests 
have well dug themselves in, my dear. They certainly won’t 
go home till morning. Are you tired out ? ” 

“ Not a bit—really. I think if I do this next year we’ll 
take the village hall, though—I thought there would be 
plenty of room, but the floor’s like a sardine can.” She 
looked at him. “ Are you hating it ? ’’ 

“ Why on earth should I hate it ? It’s a grand party, 
though I would not have minded dancing a little oftener 
with my hostess.” 

“ Oh, Dominic!—I’d have kept some more for you if I’d 
thought you would want them ! ” she exclaimed. “ There 
are so many people—I had to parcel them out.” 

“ I know. I was only teasing,” he told her. 

Studying that charming irregular-featured face opposite, 
he was conscious of the swift quickening of his pulses. 
She was so unutterably sweet—and so completely unaware 
of the spell she held for him. If she had looked up then 
and met his eyes she could never have been completely 
unaware of it again ; but, her gaze downbent while she 
beat a tattoo on the table, her thoughts were elsewhere. 

Watching her, Dominic had never known quite so clearly 
how inexpressibly dear she was to him. He would have given 
years of his life to save her from unhappiness; but had he gone 
the right way to buy her the things he wanted her to have ? 

This was not the moment to answer that question, and 
even if it had been the moment had already passed. A 
shadow fell between them and the light streaming out from 
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the dance-floor, and as they both turned their heads Barnaby 
came striding towards them. 

“ Deb ! ” he exclaimed, “ I’ve been looking for you every¬ 
where.” 

“ I was inside until a few minutes ago,” she said coolly, 
“ I just did not happen to want to dance or you would have 
been too late altogether.” 

There was slight surprise in Barnaby’s eyes; perhaps it 
was his first inkling that she was not the girl to accept 
what could easily have been careless discourtesy, meekly. 
“ I’m—terribly sorry, dear,” he said. “ Fact is—old 
Fendon got hold of me—wanted me to make a fourth at 
bridge—all the elders have possession of the drawing-room, 
playing as if their lives depended upon it.” 

“ Bless their hearts ! ” said Deborah. “ Anyway, there 
isn't room for another couple on that floor.” 

Barnaby stood a little awkwardly, though the glance he 
divided between his brother and Deborah was smiling. 
“ Pick your partner to sit out with, beautiful. I’ve got the 
prior claim, but--” 

Dominic rose. “ It’s all right. I’m going to join 1 the 
elders ’ for a bit. I’ll see you later, Deb. Number twelve 
is ours and—I shall not be late,” 

Would she care if he was ? he wondered- with a touch of 
cynicism as he walked away. And where had Barnaby been ? 
He—Dominic—had been aware of his approach before Deb 
was, and he had not come from the direction of the house. 

Instead of going that way himself he strolled across the 
rather uneven grass towards the gate which led directly 
into the rose garden. Suddenly he was in no mood for 
company, and pushing open the gate, he plunged into the 
shadows beyond it. He had traversed only one of the paths 
when he became aware that he was not alone, and stopping, 
drew back into the shadows from where he could see but 
not be seen by the girl who sat all alone on a garden seat, 
the folds of her skirt of cherry-coloured net billowing about 
her, her bare neck and shoulders gleaming through the 
transparent stole thrown about them. 
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She sat a little forward in the moonlight twisting a frail 
chiffon handkerchief between her fingers as though she 
would tear it to pieces, while she stared into space, an 
expression of mingled misery and rage distorting her lovely 
face. In all his life Dominic had never seen or thought 
possible such an agony of repressed emotions. It was like 
some strange kind of storm in which there was neither 
thunder nor lightning—but a brooding threat more 
dangerous than either. 

After that first moment of surprise he turned quickly 
along another path. Like many tall men, he had a very 
light step, but if he had made any sound it had not pene¬ 
trated to that intense, intent figure on the seat. Glancing 
back before he let himself out of the rose garden by the 
gate leading to the terrace, he saw that she had not moved. 

Gaining the terrace, he sat down and lit a cigarette. 

Clare certainly did not look as though she were enjoying 
herself, alone there in the rose garden with heaven only 
knew what demons torturing her. 

Dominic had determinedly put Mrs. Falcon’s “revela¬ 
tions ” from his mind, and perhaps he would have succeeded 
in forgetting them if he had not realised that it had been 
from this direction of the rose garden that Bamaby had 
appeared just now ; he was just leaving the garden when 
he saw something glittering in the grass at his feet, and 
stooping, picked up the shining object. He instantly recog¬ 
nised it as Barnaby’s silver cigarette-case. 

Frowning, he slipped it into his pocket. What the 
dickens was Bamaby up to ? What did he mean by keeping 
Deb waiting—almost cutting her dance while he kept an 
assignation with another girl, who certainly did not seem 
to have enjoyed it I 

Feeling in his pocket, Dominic took out the flat silver 
case he had picked up and sat with it balanced in his hand, 
staring thoughtfully down at it. 

There was the evidence that Cousin Amabel had not 
been stretching her imagination. But what the dickens 
was Bamaby playing at ? The old game—but he, Dominic, 
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was not going to have Deb kept dangling in the background. 

What a fool I’ve been 1 he told himself furiously. To 
imagine Barnaby was fit to clean her shoes—let alone ever 
marry her. 

Time I had a showdown with Master Barnaby, and more 
than time! he decided grimly. 

ii 

“ Do you want to sit here, Deb, or shall we stroll round ? ” 
asked Barnaby without glancing after Dominic. 

" I think I want some ginger ale,” she told him. “ Let’s 
go and find it.” 

As she turned away from the marquee in the direction 
of the conservator}' he reached her side, slipping a hand 
through her arm. “ If you're not dying of thirst let's 
walk about for a few minutes first. That dance is getting 
on, and as soon as it’s over the ‘ bar ’ will be packed. I 
don’t seem to have had a chance to talk to you.” 

She did not reply, though she let him lead her towards 
the slope overlooking the tarn. He bent his head, looking 
into her face. “ You’re cross with me. Honestly, darling, 
I couldn’t help it. You know what—the General is.” 

With that caressing touch on her arm and her conscious¬ 
ness of his nearness setting her heart throbbing, it was 
difficult to be angry with him. Surely, though, he could 
have told the General—who was the soul of courtesy—that 
he had a partner waiting. 

“You’re very inconsistent,” shesaid. “ Yougrumble about 
having no time to talk to me, and then cut half a dance.” 

“ Deb ! I did not ‘ cut ’ it. But—don’t scold me on your 
birthday. I’m contrite—I’m in mourning for my sins. I’m 
the most unsatisfactory person you know, but —I love you.” 

Her breath caught, and terrified lest he should hear the 
loud beating of her heart, she released herself abruptly 
from his touch and moved ahead. 

“ All right—you’re forgiven. I can’t stay here long, 
though.” 

“ The dance isn’t over. Let’s sit down—or are you cold ? ” 
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“ Of course not.” 

There was a seat at the top of the bank and she sat down on it. 
Barnaby stood for a moment looking at her. In her full- 
skirted dance frock of white chiffon with a sash of turquoise 
velvet about her slender waist she made a lovely picture, 
with the background of trees and grass behind her, and the 
moon reflected in the still waters below. 

Lovely, desirable and—the safest proposition that had 
ever come his way. If he could ask her to marry him now 
he had no doubt of what her reply would be, and he told 
himself that she would never regret taking him; surely 
there was that much decency in him ? He would make 
her a good husband, and he was—really terribly fond of 
her. 

But because of a wretched twist of fate he had to let this 
wonderful opportunity slip—for the present at any rate. 

Turning her head, Deborah glanced up at him. “ How 
serious you look, Barney. What are you thinking of ? ” 

“ You,” he admitted promptly. Then.sitting down beside 
her: ‘ ‘ How does it feel to be the enormous age of twenty-one ? ” 
She laughed. “ I don’t feel appreciably older. It doesn’t 
really make any difference, you know. There are no re¬ 
strictions to be removed or—anything. Uncle Trevor never 
made any—I don’t think he expected to die so soon, poor 
old dear. He sometimes used to talk about my twenty- 
first birthday party—I do hope he knows it’s a success.” 

“ What a kid you still are ! ” He took her hand and, 
feeling it tremble a little in his, lifted it swiftly to his lips. 
“ Such a darling kid—though it seems ages since the night 

before I went away. Remember-? ” 

Her breath caught. Was he going to say it at last ? 
To make everything really perfect. Her heart shone out 
of the eyes she raised to his, and forgetting precaution he 
put an arm about her, drawing her close and resting his 
cheek against her hair. “Do you remember—Deb darling ? ” 

“ Yes,” she whispered. “ Of course I remember-” 

A lovely girl; sweet and yielding—she was not the kind 
to make the sort of trouble that can spoil a love affair. She 
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lifted her face so naturally that not to have kissed her 
would have seemed utter waste to Barnaby. Besides, hadn’t 
he staked his claim at the beginning ? Not to keep her 
reminded of that at least seemed utter folly. 

Her lips were warm and soft beneath his and for those 
moments it seemed to Deb that everything she wanted in 
the world was here. 

Then as quickly as he had taken her he let her go. “ Deb, 
you’re so sweet—such a darling,” he told her rather un¬ 
steadily. “ I wish I could tell you all the things that are 
in my heart. But I can’t—I mustn’t yet.” 

“ Haven’t you—told me ? ” she asked softly. “ Oh, 
Barnaby, darling—is there any need to ? You know that 
I-” She broke off, the colour flooding into her cheeks. 

“ I know that you are the sweetest girl in the world. 
And I know that I have quite a way to go before I can tell 
you what an enormous amount you mean to me,” he said 
quickly. “ And so, Deb—when—if I don’t come around 
as often as I used to, you’ll understand, won’t you ? I’ve 
got—a job to do, and however difficult it may be at times, 
I’m going to make good. At present, darling, you are Miss 
Summers of Hightarn—quite a catch for a penniless young 
man who is holding down a job on sufferance, until he 
proves he’s worth something better.” And as she made a 
sound of protest he added, with a firmness he seldom 
displayed: “No arguments, darling—but remember I 
shouldn’t be in this neighbourhood at all if it was not for 
you. And—you’re the star I’m setting my course by.” 

It was not a particularly easy situation for a girl in love, 
who had just been given every demonstration that her love 
was returned, to understand. Deborah was not subtle- 
minded, and her own uncompromising honesty demanded 
something more concrete. 

“ But, Barnaby,” she said, “ if you really care for me-” 

" You know I care, darling,” he told her. “ Let’s face 
it, though. I’ve nothing to offer you at present. Once 
Dominic can be made to see I’m not a complete waster, 
things will be different. We’ve got to wait—just a little 
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longer. Unless—you’d rather forget the whole thing,” he 
added, his tone hardening. 

“ But why should Dominic think you are a waster ? ” 
she demanded indignantly. 

“ Perhaps he doesn’t,” said Barnaby. “ But—you wouldn’t 
want him to think I was—well, let’s face it—taking all you 
had to give when I had absolutely nothing from the worldly 
point of view to give in return. Deb—I’m working for a 
stake in Silverburn—at present.” He was speaking very 
seriously now, the more convincing both to himself and her 
because what he said was half true. “ I’ve no idea what 
Dominic intends to do with the property. There’s no entail, 
you know—he could sell to-morrow if he felt like it. And—well, 
he’s told me that if he isn’t pleased with my conduct he 
will.” 

“ Dominic told you that ? ” 

“ Yes, sweet. And I’m not going to ask you to marry 
me until I’ve earned the right to be his partner instead of 
his employee. You don’t want me to earn his contempt 
instead by making him think I'm—well, making my future 
safe by—marrying money.” 

“ Oh, Barney, that’s too ridiculous ! ” And yet was it ? 
Wasn’t that exactly what Dominic, whose sense of justice 
simply didn’t seem to work where Barnaby was concerned, 
would be capable of thinking? 

If Barnaby was in an awkward position it seemed suddenly 
that she was certainly sharing it, and her old irritation 
against Dominic stirred to life again. How could he be 
so—impossible ? 

She repeated : “ It’s too—ridiculous. But—after all it 
won’t make any difference in the long run.” 

He drew a noiseless breath of relief; for a few moments 
he had felt that the whole thing was getting out of hand. 
“ And—you’ll wait ? ” he asked. “ Perhaps I’ve no right 
to even suggest it-” 

At least she knew that he cared—that he wanted her. 
Suddenly nothing else seemed to matter, as rising she gave 
him both her hands. 
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“ Bamaby darling, it shall be just as you want. We 
know—that’s what counts, isn’t it ? ” 

“ My adorable—of course-’’ he answered. 

So it was settled 1 Even if—because Dominic was 
awkward—she couldn’t have the loveliest birthday present 
of all—the announcement of her engagement. 

People were coming out into the gardens below—the 
position was much too exposed now to do more than press 
the hand which still held hers. 

“ Darling,” she said breathlessly, “ I must fly—or I’ll 
be keeping a partner waiting.” Yet it was difficult to tear 
herself away, and she lingered, turning for a last look at 
the lake and the moonlit countryside. Then with a sigh she 
turned away andfollowed, by Bamaby, went towardsthehouse. 

As she threaded her way towards the terrace, where 
behind a trellis of fairy lights small tables dotted the stone, 
Clare came down the steps, laughing and talking with the 
young men on either side of her. 

“ Hello ! ” She stopped, seeing Deborah and Barnaby, 
and though the smile did not leave her lips she divided a 
quick look between the other two, her eyes hardening. 
Then, addressing one of her companions, laughingly she 
told him : 

“ There you are ! She hasn’t disappeared on you, Mr. 
Ferguson.” And to Deborah : “ He said he hadn’t seen 
you for hours and was certain that you would have forgotten 
that the next dance was his,” 

“ Having found her, I’m not going to lose sight of her.” 
John Ferguson, who had a house on the other side of the 
Raise, was yet another of the younger generation who had 
practically grown up with Deb. 

“ There’s plenty of time,” she told him. “ I want an 
ice—what about us all going in search of nourishment ? ” 

It seemed a good idea, and the little party crossed the 
crowded terrace, making their way across the library and 
into the hall which had been turned into a private buffet 
for Deb’s personal guests. 

It was already pretty full, but they found a table in a far 
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comer and the men went scrounging at “ the bar”, coining 
back with ices and glasses of champagne. 

“ This is some party, Deb,” John Ferguson announced, 
raising his glass. “ Many happy returns to it—and you.” 

“ Thanks. I do hope everyone is enjoying it,” said Deb. 
“ But talk about getting mislaid ! I just can’t sort people 
out in the crowd. I looked for you when I was dancing, 
Clare, but I don’t seem to have seen you since supper.” 

“ Believe it or not, I found her sitting in the rose garden 
like a neglected Cinderella,” said young Ferguson, who had 
rather more than a slight admiration for that dark beauty. 

“ In the rose garden ? Alone-? ” exclaimed Deb, 

looking at her cousin. 

As their eyes met, Clare frowned slightly. “ Why not ? ” 
she asked. “ It was cool and—quiet, and far enough away to 
make the music less of a blare. I thought I had earned a few 
minutes to myself, but of course John had to come barging in.” 

Although she laughed, Deborah saw the hand which she 
was resting on the table clench until the knuckles stood 
out white, and sensitive as she was to atmosphere, guessed 
that for some reason Clare’s nerves were as tightly stretched 
as a violin string. What had gone wrong ? It did not 
sound as if Clare was enjoying herself, 

Barnaby had drained his champagne glass, and holding 
it by the stem, stared straight across at Clare, his brows 
slightly raised. “ That’s the party spirit, my dear,” he 
observed. “ Let’s sit in the dark and hate everyone.” 

“ I suppose I can sit in the dark if I want to,” she re¬ 
torted. “ Or must I ask permission first ? ” 

“ Lord, no 1 Not if it’s your idea of fun.” That was 
not the first glass of champagne Barnaby had drunk that 
night, but it happened to be the one that helped to make 
him just that little bit less careful and inhibited than he 
would have been without it. 

Realising that there was something wrong, Deborah 
looked in dismay from him to Clare. Then, seeing that John 
Ferguson was as uncomfortable as she was, she forced a laugh 
which she hoped sounded as gay as she tried to make it. 
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“ Don’t you two dare to fight on my birthday I” she 

exclaimed. “ I’ll-” She broke off as she saw Dominic 

come quickly out of the library. 

He paused for a moment, his eyes going from table to table. 
Then, catching sight of Barnaby, he came swiftly across. 

“ Oh l there you are, Barney I ” he exclaimed. “ Deb, 
I’m terribly sorry, but I’m afraid we’re needed at Silver- 
burn. Wilson has just telephoned to tell me the old barns 
are on fire—we’ll need all the help we can possibly get 
before the brigade arrives. If the flames spread the whole 
darned lot may go-” 


CHAPTER XII 

i 

I T was an unexpected and strange ending to Deborah’s 
twenty-first birthday party. But in an incredibly short 
time all the male guests were hurrying away to see what use 
they could be in saving the squire’s property. 

" Abominable thing to happen, my dear,” the General 
told his young hostess. “ I must go and see if I can do 
anything. I’ll come back for Helen.” 

“ Helen is coming with you,” his wife said firmly. “ Just 
to see you don’t get into mischief.” 

“ Couldn’t we change quickly and drive down, Deb ? ” 

asked Clare. “ I hate fire, but-” 

Overhearing her, the General turned back to say authori¬ 
tatively: “You girls stay where you are. You cannot 
possibly do any good. Anyway, it’s very late, Deborah, 
my dear. Shame to spoil your party, but it won’t hurt if 
you get a little more beauty sleep than you expected.” 

“ Dear, dear 1 Thank goodness it happened after supper,” 
murmured Cousin Amabel. 

" Thank goodness, above all, that there is hardly any 
wind,” said Deb, turning back into the house. It was not 
the hatefully abrupt ending to her party that mattered. 
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She had not spent most of her life in the country without 
learning what devastating damage fire can do on a farm. 
She knew that the old barns at Silverburn were packed 
with stores—hay, silage, foodstuffs for the cattle. They 
were so dangerously near to the cow-sheds, too—sheds 
which, until the new buildings were completed, also housed 
the herd of pedigree Highland cattle with which Dominic 
had replaced the rather motley collection that had served 
in his father’s day. That herd with its prize bull did not 
yet completely belong to him—Deborah knew that the bull 
was on loan from the herd of a great friend of Dominic’s 
who was a famous breeder farther north. 

From the terrace she could only see a frightening red 
glow in the sky, but reaching her bedroom and flinging up 
the window, the whole panorama of the dale stretched 
before her. She could see flames leaping up against the 
sky and knew that Barnaby’s remark about getting it under 
quickly had been over-optimistic. 

Although she was always so frank about not having a 
business head, she knew enough to be aware that this would 
have, if not a disastrous, anyhow a bitterly disappointing 
effect on Dominic’s carefully planned economy. It mattered 
so much that things should go smoothly with all the enter¬ 
prises he had set afoot to keep the estate on its feet. 

But of course there would be insurance. 

Suddenly Dominic’s affairs were occupying her mind, 
putting her own and Barnaby’s quite out of it for the time 
being. But while she stood watching the red glow in the 
sky flare and fade, it was of Dominic’s efforts to save the 
house he loved that she was thinking—Dominic who, having 
set his mind on a thing, would fight on no matter what the 
obstacles might be. 


II 

Deborah had fallen asleep the moment her head touched 
the pillow, and it was only an hour after her usual time 
when she woke. 

She had been too tired last night and too upset over the fire 
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to think about her own affairs, but now, with the sunshine 
pouring into her room and blackbirds singing in the branches 
of the lime tree outside her window’s, she remembered how 
happy she ought to be—was, of course ! Bamaby loved her; 
Barnaby wanted to marry her—some day. . . . 

It had seemed easy to see his point of view with him 
there close to her in the starlight—even to admire the pride 
which made him want to prove himself to Dominic. 

But in the clear daylight, though the memory of his 
kisses, his whispered words, the touch of his hand on hers, 
his arm about her, sent a thrill through her whole being, 
she knew that she was not content with what was really 
no more than a secret understanding. 

It was an integral part of her nature to dislike secrecy. 
No one could keep anybody else’s secrets more closely, 
but when it came to her own affairs she liked everything 
to be out in the open. And though she had agreed to wait 
until Bamaby was ready to claim her, the waiting seemed 
quite unnecessary when she thought about it. Unnecessary 
and rather silly—to keep their engagement as an absolutely 
private arrangement between them. 

Of course it was Dominic’s fault for making his brother 
feel inferior. She frowned. All this nonsense about 
Barnaby having to work his way to prove that he was worthy 
of his inheritance. If Dominic would do his duty and 
marry, she told herself, there need be no question of whether 
Barnaby was worthy to inherit or not. 

Oh ! it was too bad of Dominic to spoil things. 

Not for a moment did it occur to her that Barnaby was 
also capable of spoiling things, and that one of those things 
was something which she knew, in her heart, to be very, 
very important to her—the friendship with Dominic which 
had been spoilt for so long, simply because of Barnaby, 
Surely if he knew they were engaged it would show him 
that Bamaby had a—well, a stabilising influence, something 
which would make him the more eager to make good ? 

She determined to talk to her beloved seriously. But 
meanwhile there was a little worried feeling at the back of 
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her mind ; she might be impatient with Dominic again, 
but she hated the thought of things going wrong with him. 

She w T as just making up her mind to get up and ride 
over to Silverburn when Annie opened the bedroom door 
and looked round it with a ludicrously conspiratorial air. 

“ My goodness, you’re awake, Miss Deb ! ” she ex¬ 
claimed. “ I was just taking a peep before I brought up 
your breakfast.” 

“ Oh, that’s what you were doing," said Deb, laughing. 
“ Well, I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I’m not having 
breakfast in bed. I want to gQ out.” 

“ It must have been two o’clock before you were in 
your bed. You just stop where you are,” retorted Annie. 
“ Aunt says to tell you she’s having her way for once. Mrs. 
Falcon’s sound asleep, and I’ve taken Miss Brett’s tray in. 
If she can stop in bed, you can.” 

" I tell you what—you can bring the tray up as soon as 
I’ve had my bath,” Deb compromised. “ I’U have it in 
my room. But, Annie love, I want to go over to Silverburn 
and find out what has happened.” 

“ I can tell you,” Annie said eagerly. “ Every stick of 
the storage barns has gone—nothing but a charred mass. 
It’s a reet dow’n shame when Mr. Dominic’s new lot would 
have been finished in a few weeks and all the hay and stuff 
in them. It being such a good harvest last summer, there 
was plenty of everything. But that’s not the worst—a 
spark caught the poultry-houses—the new incubators clean 
gone, and a hundred hens—so they say. The cattle 
panicked, but they drove them out to the fields along with 
' that valuable bull, but goodness knows how some of the 
cows will be affected. Of course, Mr. Dominic's not so 
daft as not to have looked after the insurances, but it’s a 
bad do for all that.” 

“ Oh ! the insurance will be all right.” Deb remem¬ 
bered thankfully that she had heard Barnaby tell his brother 
that it was. 

There were so many things to think of, and she sat 
longer over her breakfast than she had intended to, so that 
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it was more than an hour later when, dressed for riding, she 
was descending the stairs as Barnaby’s car literally shot 
up the drive and stopped with a jerk outside the front door. 
As she ran down the last few stairs they met in the hall. 
“ I was just coming over,” she told him. “ If Dominic 
wants somewhere to house the cattle before the byres are 

rebuilt, we’ve plenty of room here ; it’s-” 

“ I’ve no idea what Dominic intends to do,” said Barnaby 

curtly. “ Come in here, Deb-” Without waiting he 

led the way into the library, and following quickly she asked, 
her heart missing a beat: 

“ What’s the matter, darling ? Is anything else wrong ? ” 
He looked down at her, one of those flashing, attractive 
smiles replacing his frown. “ When you call me darling 
there is nothing in the world that matters,” he told her, 
taking her in his arms and kissing her. “ You do mean it ? 
You will go on meaning it ? ” 

“ Of course I—will. Do you think I change my mind 
so easily ? ” 

“ No,” his clasp tightened, “ thank heaven I And as 
long as you believe I’m worth something, then I don’t care 
two hoots who believes I’m just * no good to myself or 
anyone else, completely and absolutely unreliable’. ” 

“ What on earth do you mean ? ” She drew back to 
study the handsome face above her with rather startled eyes. 

This time his smile was a little rueful, though his tone 
was light: “ My precious,” he told her, “ I’m out of a 
job-” 

“ What! Barnaby, what do you mean ? Dominic can’t-” 

“ For once it isn’t a matter of Dominic, or what he was 
ready to do.” If she had been less concerned, the vicious¬ 
ness of his tone would have shocked her. “ He can get 
someone else to manage his farm and take his orders. He 
can leave the blinkin’ estate to who he darned well likes. 
I’m through.” 

“ But why ? Oh ! Barnaby, you haven’t had a row-” 

“ The row to end all rows, sweetheart.” 

“ What about ? ” 
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There was a pause. Barnaby walked across to the window 
and stood looking out. This was the part that was not so 
easy. Deborah stared unhappily at the back of his hand¬ 
some head. Then, indignantly smothering the cold little 
fear curled somewhere at the bottom of her heart, she 
went to him, slipping an arm through his. 

“ Darling—he couldn’t possibly blame you for what 
happened last night. How did the fire start?” 

He disengaged himself abruptly, and going back into 
the room sat down, resting his elbows on his knees and 
taking his head between his hands. There was no trace of 
light-heartedness about him now. 

“ Maybe you’ll agree with my dear brother,” he said in 
a subdued tone. “ I suppose, up to a point, I am to blame 
—oh I not for the fire. But, you see, Deb,” he raised his 
eyes to give her a half-defensive, half-pleading look, “ I 
clean forgot about that darned insurance policy. Dominic 
gave me the cheque and I had every intention of sending 
it, but—there’s been an awful lot to do, and it went right 
out of my head-” 

Her eyes widened in horror. “ Barney ! Do you mean 
the—farm was not insured ? But—you told Dominic you 
had sent it-” 

“ Well, I—really I thought I had sent it. It was only 
yesterday evening I—found it. It was too late to telephone 
the bank. And—I didn’t realise that the days of grace 
had run out. We were just—not covered. It’s only a 
few thousand pounds, but to hear Dominic you would think 
it ran into millions.” 

“ I don’t understand,” Deborah’s brow wrinkled in a 
puzzled frown. “ I thought banks looked after those things.” 

“ They do—usually, but not in these days, when there 
is already an overdraft. As a matter of fact they did send 
me a reminder, but Dominic was increasing the insurance 
and I said I’d be letting them know about it. You see, he 
had had to arrange a loan, and it meant that—as it was the 
end of the quarter—there had been various extra things 
to pay; they were not ready to meet the darned thing until 
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some more was paid in. Dominic gave me-” He broke 

off. “ It’s all so complicated and all this explanation does 
no good. I’d have taken my medicine if he’d been a bit 
decent about it. But—well, he said unforgivable things.” 

“In any case,” he got to his feet, “ I haven’t said anything 
more to you, but he’s been pretty darned unbearable lately. 
I told you from the beginning it would not succeed. I’m 
not going to be treated like a child, and a dishonest one at 
that. Of course it means I shall have to go away from here 
—find some other way of earning a living. And—the 
fairest thing will be to leave you quite free ; to release you 
from any promise you’ve made me-” 

Did he know the reaction that such an offer was bound 
to bring, that all her impulsive generosity, all her love for 
him would instantly leap to arms ? If he did not, knowing 
her so well, he would have been singularly stupid. 

And Barnaby was certainly not stupid—whatever other 
faults he might have. 

However big the shock his carelessness had given her, 
when she saw that hurt look in his eyes and heard his 
“ brave ” renunciation, her whole heart went out to him. 

Dominic must have said appalling things, and—everyone 
was liable to make mistakes. Why hadn’t Dominic seen 
about the insurance himself as it was so important ? 

All her old indignation, her sense of Dominic’s injustice, 
her passionate loyalty to the lost cause which Barnaby 
seemed once again to have become, flared. 

“ But of course you won’t go away I ” she exclaimed. 
“ There’s a job waiting for you here. Listen,” she caught 
his arm eagerly, looking up at him with shining eyes. 
“ I—I’ve been going to look for someone to take over the 
management here for me. You know I’ve never had an 
agent. Will you take it on ? Will you look after my 
business affairs ? I trust you—here you’ll be your own 
master. You will do as I want, won’t you-? ” 

“ And what do you think Dominic will say about that ? ” 
he asked. 

“ It doesn’t matter what he says,” She gave a breathless, 
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excited little laugh. “ I’m free—white, and twenty-one, 
and I’m perfectly capable of deciding whom I want to 

employ and—employing them. You can’t-” She broke 

off as the library door opened and Dominic walked in. 

If he was not surprised, Barnaby was, and the knowledge 
of how much hung in the balance kept him silent. 

“ Good morning, Deb.” Dominic gave his brother a 
curt nod. “ I thought I should find you here.” Then, 
meeting the open hostility in Deborah’s eyes : “ Forgive 
me butting in, Deb, but would you let me have a word 
with Barnaby ? It won’t take long,” 

The sight of him, so cool, so business-like, so— so in¬ 
human / —roused her to boiling-point, but she forced herself 
to sound natural as she told him : 

“ Of course, I’ll leave you alone if you want me to. But 
first I think you ought to know that Barnaby is going to 
be my manager—you remember we agreed I needed someone 
to look after the property for me ? And as he tells me he 
will be looking for something like that, it seems to me to 
be an ideal arrangement.” 

“ Is that so ? ” Dominic’s face and voice were quite 
expressionless, but there was a contemptuous accusation 
in his eyes which somehow quelled the triumph in Barnaby’s 
as their glances met. 

In that moment Barnaby hated his brother; then he 
told himself that if Dominic wanted a fight, it was on, and 
as all was fair in love and war it would be sheer stupidity 
to care what means he used to combat any harm the other 
man could do him. After all, it would be his word against 
Dominic’s, and he thought that he knew whom Deborah 
would believe. Nevertheless, Dominic could make things 
difficult if he chose to supply just those few things which 
had been missing in the story of their quarrel, which he— 
Barnaby—had left out from his own story. 

He said quickly : “ If you don’t mind, Deb, I think 
Dominic and I had better have this out alone,” 

“ But I don’t see that there is anything to argue about,” 
she replied. Somehow there was something about Dominick 

I , r t, ' , j 
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silence, following that cool, cynical question, which poured 
oil on the fuel of her own anger. This was not Dominic’s 
business and she was not going to have him interfere. It 
would have been easier, though, if she could have told him 
at once that she and Barnaby were engaged, and for a 
moment the impulse to do so was so strong that she almost 
yielded to it. Then she realised that perhaps it would only 
make things more difficult for Barnaby. 

It was Dominic who broke the brief silence : “ I agree,” 
he said coldly, “ that there is nothing to ‘ argue ’ about. 
The proposed arrangement is a quite impossible one, and 
out of the question.” 

That seemed the last straw. Deborah turned on him, 
her eyes flashing. “ Since when had you the right to 
dictate to me ? ” she demanded. “ You have already said 
that I need someone to act as my estate agent.” 

“ Certainly. Someone reliable.” 

“ Well, I have engaged someone reliable.” She laid a 
hand on Barnaby’s arm, and seeing the trust in the look 
she gave him and the smile with which he returned it, 
Dominic, who under that controlled exterior had all of the 
Cardross temper, could willingly have knocked the younger 
man down. How dared he accept a position of trust with 
Deborah, of all people, when he was so completely unfitted 
for it! For a moment he was tempted to say exactly why 
he had such a strong objection to her employing Barnaby— 
but after all there was no proof beyond his own suspicion 
of why Barnaby had failed to pay in the money to meet 
that insurance, and in any case he knew Deborah well 
enough to be certain that to blacken Barnaby would only 
inflame her own loyalty, perhaps bring about the very 
thing he dreaded most. 

He regarded the other man levelly. “ I still think we had 
better have a word in private, unless, of course, you prefer 
me to say what I wish to before Deborah.” 

“ Why shouldn’t you say anything before me ? ” Deb 
demanded. “ Whatever you say won’t alter—the arrange¬ 
ment I have made-” 
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“ Listen, dear,” Barnaby interrupted rather hurriedly, 
“ I’d rather talk this over with Dominic, Please.” His 
smile was irresistible. 

She shrugged her shoulders slightly. “ Very well. But 
—you can’t go back on me now, Barney. And I think, too, 
it would be just as well if you explained our plans more 
fully to Dominic. I'm going to talk to Tom Foster now— 
will you come to the stables when you are through ? ” 
And without another glance in Dominic’s direction she 
went out through the open windows. 

For a moment he looked after her as she walked quickly 
across the lawn, noting the carriage of her bright head, the 
lithe, healthy grace of her walk. 

Beloved, obstinate, generous Deb who held his heart 
between her hands and had absolutely no use for it. To 
care so much for her—to be ready to give his life if necessary 
to protect her, and to be absolutely helpless. Never had 
he known such frustration, and it added to his anger against 
Bamaby as he turned to meet the younger man’s eyes fixed 
upon him, saw the understanding in their depths. 

“ Too bad, isn’t it,” asked Barnaby with a short laugh, 
“ when you would give so much to be able to cut me out ? ” 

“ Listen to me, you young swine ! ” said Dominic between 
his teeth. " It was like you to run whining to Deb. What 
have you told her—the truth ? ” 

Barnaby shrugged his shoulders. After all, he had Deb 
behind him—more firmly than as yet Dominic guessed, or 
must guess. “ What is truth ? ” he asked with a return 
to his usual light, lazy manner. “ Whatever you may think 
it is, I wouldn’t advise you to tell Deb, dear brother— 
because she wouldn’t believe you. And it—would be 
rather humiliating for you if she was made to understand 
the real reason why you don’t want me to be near her; 
in fact that this had turned into a struggle between the two 
of us for her charming self. But you haven’t a chance, 

old man—she wouldn’t look at you-” 

“ You-” Dominic, darkly flushed, took a step for¬ 

ward, his fist clenched. 

T—D 
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Barnaby stood his ground ; he was no physical coward. 
“ Shall we fight it out in the good old way ? ” he asked. 
“ I’m afraid she’d never forgive that.” 

Realising how nearly he had been betrayed into physical 
violence, Dominic dropped his arm, though his eyes did 
not leave the handsome, smiling face opposite him. “ I’m 
certainly not going to brawl over Deb,” he said coldly. 
“ But your tentative admission interests if it doesn't surprise 
me. So that’s your game—Deb, and—her money.” 

It was Barnaby’s turn to flush. “ Look here,” he pro¬ 
tested furiously, “ you’ve no right to accuse me of such a 
thing. If Deb’s fond of me, and you’re jealous, I can’t 
help it. All I’m contemplating at present is a perfectly 
straight arrangement. She needs an agent—I’m quite 
capable of doing the job, whatever you may think. This 
is a small estate. She’s offered me the job, why the hell 
shouldn’t I take it ? ” 

“ You supplied the operative word just then—straight,” 
Dominic told him. “ You couldn’t run straight with 
money, or with a girl, if you were paid ten thousand a year 
to do it. I am not going to have Deb exploited.” 

“ It’s absolutely monstrous to suggest that I am likely 
to exploit her,” said Barnaby furiously. “ You tell me to 
get out, and then want to stop me taking advantage of a 
decent chance to earn my living. But you’ve always hated 
me. If it hadn’t been for you I should have been home 
when the old boy died. But you were determined to get 
rid of me and have everything your own way-” 

“ What a liar you are," said Dominic contemptuously. 
“ But in case you really believe your little fictions, it may 
interest you to know that it took me quite a time to persuade 
Dad not to make a new will, cutting you out of the chance 
of inheriting Silverburn altogether-” 

“ So what ?asked Barnaby with a sneer, “ I can’t see 
that as more than a heavy-father gesture—the old boy 
expected you to marry ; he’d have been cutting me out of 
something he didn’t believe likely to happen to me. And 
even if he was up against me, don’t you think I know who 
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was to blame ? However, forget it. But for heaven’s sake let 
me lead my life as I want to. You told me to get out and 
I’ve got out. Now leave me alone.” 

“ I told you to get out of my sight,” said Dominic. 
“ But I had no intention of turning you off without a bean. 
Good Lord, Barnaby, what won’t you expect to get away 
with next ? I gave you the cash to pay that policy three 
weeks ago—last week in this very house you told me it 
was O.K. Then I find, when heaven knows what damage 
has been done, that you didn’t only not pay in the cash I 
gave you—you used fifty of it.” 

“ I know I did—but I had every intention of paying it 
back. I thought there was another week’s grace—oh I all 
right,” Barnaby made an impatient gesture, “ tell Deb if 
you want to—prove to her that I’m an unfit person to look 
after her interests—even in a strictly limited way—and 
see whether she believes you.” 

“ I have no intention of saying more to her than I have 
already said,” Dominic told him. “ As for this extremely 
unfortunate business—we’ll forget it. Your job’s open if 
you like to come back to it.” 

Goodness knew it went against the grain to say it, even 
though it was what he had intended when he drove over 
here, more than half expecting to find that Barnaby had 
arrived before him to make his story good. Dominic’s very 
justifiable rage at what had happened had died down 
quickly. He had, as a matter of fact, never really intended 
to “ sack ” his brother—though for the future he would 
have kept a very much stricter eye on him. 

“ That’s most generous of you, my dear brother,” said 
Barnaby, not attempting to disguise the sarcasm, “ but 
you heard my promise to Deb—I’ve accepted her offer, 
and I really can’t go back on my word. I’ve already ex¬ 
plained to you that I was only waiting for my salary cheque 
to put back what I had borrowed—though I don’t expect 
you to believe that I did only intend to borrow the money 
for a few days. I assure you I shan’t embezzle any funds 
of Deb’s that may happen to pass through my hands. 
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Since she has chosen me to be her steward, I shall do my 
utmost to be a good one. But, as she reminded you just 
now, she has a perfectly good right to engage whom she 
likes without consulting you.” 

If only that were not true! But Dominic knew his 
trusteeship carried no right of veto. It was the knowledge 
of the opportunities for closer contact with Deborah that 
Bamaby would now have that were alarming. But what¬ 
ever the price, she would have to buy her own experience. 
She herself had chosen the path and her happiness or 
unhappiness were things which he was powerless to 
control. 

He could only love her ; while she loved Barnaby. 

And Barnaby-? 


CHAPTER XIII 

I 

W HY must other people complicate one’s life ? 

It was not the first time during this last week that 
Deborah had asked herself that question. 

Driving back from a visit to Betsy-Anne, she was asking 
it again. 

If only Barnaby could have been persuaded how much 
easier it would make things if they announced their en¬ 
gagement right away, she was convinced it would have 
improved the situation. But when she had suggested it 
he had tried to make her see that it would put him in a 
decidedly awkward light. He argued that, much as he 
adored her, he just could not tell the world he had had the 
“ effrontery ” to ask her to marry him at this juncture, 
"when lots of people, besides Dominic, would think that, as 
a practically penniless young man who probably would 
not have had a job if she had not been on the spot to give 
him one, he was certainly on to a good thing. 

“ I’d rather not have them all think what Dominic 
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suggested—that I am out to marry you for your money,” he 
had told her. And in answer to her swift, “ But Dominic 
knows nothing about it I He couldn’t have suggested that,” 
he had assured her that that was exactly what Dominic 
had suggested. 

As usual, Barnaby was an adept at the half-truth. And 
as usual Deb’s loyalty flamed. ■ 

How dared Dominic suggest such a thing I 

When she thought it over it naturally seemed that more 
than ever Dominic was not only unjust to his brother, but 
standing in the way of her own happiness, interfering with 
her life in a way which was now quite unforgivable. It 
seemed to her that it would be so much easier if everyone 
in the village knew that she and Barnaby were going to be 
married—even if their marriage had to be postponed for 
six months or a year. 

Coasting down the steep, twisting road known as Tarn- 
bank, she emptied her mind of everything except the 
necessity for caution. To-day the roads were blessedly 
clear at present, and she negotiated the last bend without 
meeting any other vehicle. She had an errand to do for 
Betsy-Anne, and drawing up outside a cottage she got out, 
calling to know if there was anyone at home. 

“ Oh ! it’s you, Miss Deb.” Old Mrs. Baker came 
hurrying along the path to the front gate. “ Come in, 
love.” 

“ I can’t. I’ve got to get back to lunch,” Deb told her, 
“ Mrs. Thomson asked me to leave word that she won’t be 
able to be at the Institute meeting to-morrow, so I brought 
the cake she promised towards the tea.” She went to the back 
of the car as she spoke, and opening the door reached inside 
for the parcel. As she straightened and turned to hand it 
over she saw that someone was standing inside the open gate. 

“ Good morning, Deb,” said Dominic. " Like to give 
me a lift back ? ” 

She was not at all sure that she would like it, but aware 
of Granny Baker’s watching eyes, decided that she would 
not advertise the fact that she and “ Squire ” were hardly 
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on speaking terms. At least, no one would have thought 
that they were not from the calm friendliness of his greeting. 

“ I can drop you at the post office on my way,” she 
replied. “ Will that do ? ” 

“ Fine ! I thought it was earlier than it is, and I’ve some¬ 
one coming to lunch,” he said, getting in beside her. “ Tell 
David he can come and look at the pups as soon as he likes, 
Mrs. Baker,” he added. 

“ Thank you, sir. I expect he’ll be along this evening,” 
the old woman replied. “ And thank you, Miss Deb. 
Shall you be along to-morrow afternoon ? ” 

“ Yes, I’ll look in.” With a wave of her hand Deborah 
drove off. After all, it would only be a few minutes before 
they reached the village, there was hardly time for her 
companion to expect her to make conversation. 

For a few moments he allowed the silence to remain 
unbroken, studying the charming profile beside him. 

Then : “ Still very cross with me, Deb ? ” he asked. 

“ Oh I ” She glanced round at him, then back at the. 
road. " I don’t think * cross ’ is the right word,” she said 
with dignity. “ I still think you are—rather unjust and 
—intolerant. And I still object to being interfered with.” 

What a sweet, exasperating Babe in the Wood she was 1 
Or a Little Red Riding Hood, he thought with a touch of 
rather bitter humour, who wouldn’t be warned about the 
wolf. 

“ O.K.,” he agreed. “ As you say. But I have no in¬ 
tention of interfering. I’ve said all I have to say on the 
subject. It’s your business. Just as—if you don’t mind my 
pointing it out—my opinion of my younger brother is mine.” 

“ Well, if you expect me to agree to that-” she began. 

“ I don’t. What I suggest is that we agree to differ, and 
that zve don’t resume our—seemingly never-ending- 
controversy over Bamaby. By the way, you might tell him 
I am waiting for an acknowledgment of the letter I sent him 
two days ago.” 

“ I didn’t know you had written to him,” she said. 
“ He’s very busy.” 
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“ Look, Deb,” said Dominic with a touch of asperity. 
** It’s time this nonsense of a feud between our two houses 
stopped. I happened to tell Barnaby, with reason, what I 
thought about him, and he is the last person—whatever you 
may think—with any reason for sulking. I considered he 
had let me down and I told him so. It is now time to forget 
the whole thing. For one thing, if he is taking over die 
management of the Hightarn estate, he’ll need to know certain 
things from me. He will also need to consult me on certain 
matters as they arise. Also, the village is talking.” 

“ Well,” she demanded defensively, “ whose fault is 
that ? You—you practically turned Barnaby out.” 

“ Rot. Barnaby walked out. And you and I are not 
going to quarrel any more about it. Unless, of course, it 
amuses you.” 

It did not amuse her. Suddenly the fact that she hated 
being at odds with him, that in all their disagreements they 
had never come as near to a complete break as this, was 
forced home to her. 

Then : “ What makes me so angry is,” she blurted out, 
“ that you give Barney a complete inferiority com¬ 
plex.” 

“ What-! ” 

“ That’s why it could never have been a success—his 
working for you, Dominic. You’ve always done the—the 
dominating elder brother.” 

“ Gosh 1 this is interesting. Has he been telling you all 
this ? ” 

“ N-o-o. It’s—it’s obvious-” she broke off v “ What 

are you laughing at ? ” 

“ Just life in general,” he told her. “ And Bamaby’s 
inferiority complex in particular. Tell him to snap out of it, 
Deb my dear.” They had reached the post office and getting 
out he stood by the car looking in at her. “ By the way,” 
he continued, “ I’ve had an offer for that place of yours we 
went to look at. I’ll come round and tell you about it to¬ 
morrow—will you be in at tea-time? ” 

" Yes.” 
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“ Good. Be seeing you, then.” And as she nodded 
unsmilingly, he paused in the act of shutting the car door. 
“ You know,” he told her, “ if I was not—very fond of you, 
I should sometimes want to slap you. As it is, I would 
like you to remember that—I’m always there when you 
need me.” 

The next moment she was staring after him as he walked 
quickly away. 

Dominic—treating her as usual as though she had never 
grown older than ten. She supposed that he still thought 
her championing of Barnaby was just a—sort of schoolgirl 
enthusiasm. Wasn’t it time Barnaby let her prove to him 
that it was much more than that? 

If only he could have thought of her as the little girl he 
sometimes treated her as, how much happier Dominic 
would have been. 


II 

Deb was alone the next afternoon when Dominic came to 
discuss the business he had mentioned, and though he stayed 
for nearly an hour Barnaby did not put in an appearance. 
That was surely quite natural, though, he would be busy out¬ 
doors, or perhaps in the shed near what was going to be his 
house, wluch he had already fixed up as an office. She did 
not know that he had seen Dominic’s car pass and was 
deliberately keeping away. 

But she did know, looking across at Dominic, when after 
the business was done with, he relaxed smoking a pipe, that 
—in spite of everything it was good to have him round again. 
And when he rose to go, taking her hand and retaining it for 
a moment while he looked down at her with that quizzical 
little smile she knew so well, she smiled back at him with 
complete confidence. 

“ Then you’ll have that agreement drawn up—or lease, 
or—whatever it is.” 

He laughed. “ Deb ! As a landowner you—have no 
head for business.” 

“ I don’t need to have, do I—with two large men to look 
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after me? ” she asked. “ To say nothing of Clare to pay the 
housekeepiiig accounts.” 

A faint shadow crossed his face. “ Nevertheless,” he 
told her, “ there are certain things which, in an emergency, 
you ought to be able to at least know how to handle. I’ve 
been very indulgent with you up to the moment.” 

“ Indulgentl ” 

“ Well—have I ever even pointed out to you that you are 
an extravagant hussy ? ” 

“ But, Dominic, I’m not," she protested. “ I’m never in 
debt.” 

“ No, but you spend much too much on other people. 

Be a little less generous and—a little more-” he broke off. 

“ Oh, what’s the good of telling you ? You will probably 
have built a row of alms-houses before you are through.” 

She knew what he meant, but she was not in the mood to 
resent it to-day. He had protested to her often about the 
money she spent on Clare and the size of the salary she paid 
the other girl. 

“ I’ve got so much," she pleaded. “ It would be all 
wrong if I didn’t share it.” 

“ So you’ve said before. Well,” he released the slender 
hand that still rested with all her old confidence in his, 
“ behave as well as you know how to. And—remember 
that I’m here—for as long as you need me.” 

“ Dominic,” she moved towards the door, laying a hand on 
his arm. “ Go round by Beck Cottage—I think you’ll find 
Barnaby there.” 

“ O.K.” 

She watched him drive away, and going back into the 
library, sat down again and lit a cigarette with the indefinable 
feeling that all was—at any rate better with the world than it 
had been. 

But, oh dear 1 I expect I’ll be having another row with 
Dominic quite soon! she thought, with rather rueful 
humour. It seems as though we were bom to fight. 

And yet there had been all those times when they had not 
fought. 
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“ I will always be there—if you need me” 

Somehow she was sure that he always would be, and it 
was an oddly comforting thought. Because—again in an 
unexplainable way, she felt that she always would need 
him. 

Dominic, cutting across the Hightam land, arrived at 
Beck Cottage. The Rolls, which was the only car he had 
kept after his father’s death, was a 1930 vintage, but true 
to a great tradition still a very personable lady to look at, 
and almost silent. 

There seemed to be no one about when he got out. The 
shed door was wide open, a sheaf of letters lay open on the 
table Barnaby used for a desk in his impromptu office. A 
small, new-looking ledger lay open. 

Glancing round, the unexpected visitor frowned. Would 
Barnaby always leave accounts and business correspondence 
where anyone could examine them ? However, obviously 
he could not be far off, and Dominic went on through the 
tangled garden which already showed signs of a determination 
to put it in order, and in through the open door of the house. 

Pausing for a few moments in the small, square hall, 
bright and newly decorated in shining cream paint, he glanced 
in turn through the open doors of the three rooms leading 
offit. 

He had known this place well since he was a boy. In spite 
of being named “ Cottage ” it was big enough to house an 
average family, with five rooms up above and servants’ 
quarters shut off at the back. An altogether ideal home for 
an estate manager already married, or about to be, but 
decidedly large for a bachelor. 

Pity, he thought suddenly, Barnaby doesn’t marry and 
settle down here—he needs background. 

Then he remembered with a pang that if Barnaby “ settled 
down ” it might easily be at Hightarn itself. 

Yet the fact that he was allowing this place to be pre¬ 
pared for him with a decided touch of luxury, looked as 
though he might expect to live here for quite a time. Realis¬ 
ing die comfort the thought brought him, Dominic felt a 
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pang of self-contempt. Wishful thinking never had appealed 
to him. 

Crossing to one of the open doors he went into the room 
which he had always known as the dining-room. Here the 
walls had only been stripped and washed down as yet and a 
first coat of paint applied to door and wainscot. Half-way 
to the windows he paused and retraced his steps, hearing 
someone running down the uncarpeted stairs. 

As Dominic reached the hall again Barnaby stopped dead, 
staring at him. 

“ Hello, Barney,” said his brother. “ Deb thought you 
might be here, so I looked in as I passed. Having fun, 
aren’t you ? ” he indicated the surroundings with a gesture. 

“ Yes—if you call it fun. There are exactly two men work¬ 
ing on the place and heaven knows when it will be ready. 
We’re awfully short of that kind of labour.” 

“ Everyone’s short of labour,” said Dominic easily. He 
had a feeling that Barnaby was embarrassed, and though the 
other showed no sign of resentment, that he was not welcome. 
Barnaby had that look which his brother had known since 
his schooldays—as if he had been caught out in something. 
Faintly amused, Dominic wondered if he was remembering 
that open “ office ”, It seemed the next moment that his 
conjecture must be right, for Barnaby with an air of non¬ 
chalance which was patently assumed and talking rather 
louder than usual, moved towards the front door saying: 

“ I’ve a sort of office rigged up. Let’s go and smoke a 

cigarette there-” He broke off as footsteps sounded above 

and a girl’s voice called : 

“ Barney—where have you got to ? I’ll have to go in a 
minute, or Deb—oh-1 ” 

Swinging round instinctively Dominic looked up and met 
Clare’s dismayed eyes as she looked over the banisters. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

i 

A lthough he did not seem to be observing, Dominic was 
fully aware of the younger man’s flush and the blank 
dismay in Clare’s dark eyes. 

Then: “ Mr. Cardross ! ” She ran lightly downstairs, 
“ I thought it was Deb when I heard Barnaby talking to 
someone.” 

She had not heard anything in spite of the warning 
Bamaby’s raised voice had meant to convey, but by the time 
she reached the hall she had fully recovered from her shock 
—outwardly at any rate. 

“ Deb was coming to help Barnaby decide about wall¬ 
papers this afternoon,” she explained smilingly, “ and I 
promised to meet her here.” 

She was an excellent liar. Dominic would have admired 
her cool management of the situation under any other cir¬ 
cumstances—even, perhaps, if finding her here had not once 
again brought the memory of Cousin Amabel’s confidence. 

He said coolly : “ I think Deb must have forgotten. She 
didn’t show any sign of coming out when I left her.” 

Avoiding Bamaby’s eyes, Clare bit her lip. “ That’s too bad 
of her,” she said. “ But in that case I had better go home. 
Shall I tell her that you’ll be looking in later, Barnaby ? ” 

“ Yes. Not until after dinner though. I’ve some work I 
must finish. Coming, Dominic ? ” Without glancing to¬ 
wards the smiling, but inwardly discomforted girl at the 
foot of the stairs, he went outside, and with a half salute his 
brother followed him. 

But as the two young men reacned the office door Dominic 
said casually; “ If you are going to be busy I’ll get along. I 
want to have a talk with you some time, soon. As you 
may know, I have done my best to keep an eye on things 
here while Deb was without a manager—and to keep down 
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expenditure. There are a few necessary repairs that want 
seeing to, though. It’s also necessary that Deb should not lose 
money—that the place should be compelled to pay its way.” 

“ Of course. That’s exactly what I mean it to do,” said 
Barnaby. “ But it will have to be kept in good order.” 

“ Quite. We’ll go into all that before I finally hand over 
to you. If you would look in on me one evening we could 
discuss anything there is to discuss.” 

“ I’ll do that.” Barnaby paused before adding : “ You 
got my answer to your —letter.” 

“ Yes. That’s all right.” 

“ I only look on it as a loan, you know.” 

“ Just as you please,” said Dominic indifferently. “ I 
thought you had better have something behind you.” 

“ It’s—awfully decent of you, considering—eveiything. I’ll 
do better, Dominic, though I don’t expect you think I will.” 

“ No reason why you shouldn’t. Well—be seeing you.” 

With a nod Dominic went back to the car, and as he 
watched him drive away Barnaby’s smile faded. 

Of all the confounded things to happen I He went back 
into the shed and sitting down began to sort the papers 
frowningly. This kind of thing could not be allowed to 
happen, he told himself, it was too risky. Then, as a shadow 
darkened the doorway, he looked up and saw Clare pausing 
on the threshold. 

" I thought you had gone,” he said ungraciously. 

“ It’s no use being cross with me.” She moved forward, 
and standing beside the table : “ Dearest, why didn’t you 
yell out—or come upstairs again, warn me in some way ? 
I’d no inkling-” 

“ Great Scott! I was talking loud enough,” he exclaimed. 
“ You couldn’t have thought I was chatting to myself; 
besides you said you had heard me-” 

“ Little white lie, ducky.” 

“ Well, it was an extremely clumsy one. Because as it 
happened it was Deb who had sent him along here—and the 
fact that he didn’t tell you that, rather shows that he felt he 
had caught us out.” 
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“ Don’t be silly,” she protested. “ Why should there be 
any question of catching us out ? It could be perfectly 

natural that I had looked in when I was passing-” 

“ And said you were waiting for Deb.” 

“ There’s no need to rub it in.” Her eyes meeting his were 
suddenly hot with resentment. “ Deb hasn’t bought you, has 

she ? Why should you have a conscience about her-” 

“ It isn’t a matter of conscience. It’s—expediency.” 

“ But why, Barnaby ? ” Clare demanded, jealous resentment 

rising in her. “ Oh I I know she’s crazy about you-” 

The spark of decency there was in him moved him to say 
quickly : “ Look, Clare—don’t let’s discuss Deb.” 

“ It’s always Deb I ” she burst out. “ Deb—Deb—Deb. 
She mustn’t be disturbed, or made suspicious, or—upset.” 

“ I’ve never said so.” This was maddening I He 
wondered why he had allowed himself to be let in for it 
—an absolute heck of a triangle in which he was caught so 
firmly that the idea of extracting himself seemed almost 
hopeless. “ I’ve told you,” he tried to be patient, wishing 
to avoid a scene. “ I don’t want to upset her. I should have 
thought for your own sake you would agree with that. After 
all, I suppose Deb is as capable of jealousy as any other girl 
—and yours is an unpredictable sex. Supposing she turned 
on you.” 

She said slowly : “ That wouldn’t matter as long as you 

were ready to stand by me. But of course you’re not-” 

He gave a short exasperated laugh. “ Can’t you get it into 
your lovely head I haven’t a bean I I’m dependent on Deb 
—or rather on the job she’s given me.” 

“ Oh 1 she’d be ready to give you a job for life if you 
wanted it.” 

“ Well, I don’t.” 

She looked at him, her hands clenched. “ Are you quite 
sure that it isn’t Deb you mean to marry in the end ? ” 

*' Couldn’t I ask her now—if that was what I meant ? ” 

She was certain that he was hedging, that unless she could 
strengthen her hold on him the day would come when she 
would inevitably find herself left. 
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“ You had better not—mean anything else, because if you 

did--” she told him fiercely, “ I—I’d-” 

“ Look, Clare,” he interrupted, “ if you’re beginning to 
threaten me, that is the last thing I’ll bear—and here’s the 
time to remind you of what I told you at the beginning. 
Wasn’t I honest with you then ? ” 

“ As far as it’s in you to be honest,” she said sullenly. 
“ That you made * no promises ’ was probably the only true 
thing you ever said to me, for it’s plain all the rest was lies. 
You don’t love me—you never have loved me.” She turned 
abruptly away fighting to control the tide of resentment, 
passion and pain which threatened to overwhelm her. 

Bamaby watched her, his eyes hard. “ If there is one 
thing I hate,” he told her, “ it’s a scene of this sort. You 
make me feel that—if everything is so unsatisfactory we’d 

better stop here and now-” 

She whitened, and an agonised cry of protest broke from 
her. “.No. Oh, Barney, how can you. You’re—not tired 
of me ? Darling,” he had risen and she went close to him, 
catching hold of him with pleading hands, all the fight gone 
out of her. “ Don’t you know that I’m—tortured f I love 

you so much. I love you so much-” She gazed up at 

him, the tears streaming down her face. 

For a moment he looked down at her in silence. Clare 
was among the few lucky girls who can cry without dis¬ 
figurement; from whatever source those tears came they left 
her quite unmarked. She looked in fact, more lovely. 

Then, aware of the open door, he freed himself and going 
across, shut it. When he came back she was half leaning 
against the table wiping her tears away with determined self- 
control. “ I’m—sorry,” she said. “ I’d—better go.” 

“ Wait a minute,” he drew her back, though he knew very 
well it would be better to let her go, to break this thing now, 

once and for all. And yet- Bitterly as he sometimes 

resented the hold she had gained on him, he knew as well as 
she did that it was too strong to break so easily. 

“ What a little fool you are 1 ” he told her. “ Of course- 
you can’t go like that. Clare,” he gave her a half-shake. 
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“ Can’t you leave well alone ? What’s the use of all this— 
you know perfectly well it’s all—a storm in a teacup.” And 
as she remained silent and unresponsive : “ For heaven’s sake 
be sensible, Clare. Of course I don’t want to marry Deb. 
How can I marry—anyone, until I’m more sure of the 
future ? ” 

She wanted to believe him so desperately, and with his 
arms about her and his lips on hers, it was easy. 

“ You do love me ? ” she insisted. “ Barney—you won’t 
—let me down ? ” 

“ Didn’t I tell you weeks ago that you had put a spell on 
me ? ” he asked. “ I don’t believe I could escape from it 
—however much I wanted to. But you’ve got to go now, 
my sweet, and—don’t come here alone again. There are 
plenty of other places where we can meet. Play for safety, 
ducky, or everything will be spoilt.” 

When she had gone he sat down again, staring into space, 
biting his lips. Golly, what a mess I How was he ever 
going to get out of it ? 

II 

It was a wonderful summer as far as weather went— 
the driest the lakes had known in living memory. 

Perhaps because human nature is perverse, Deb missed 
the rain which she had been told as a little girl would make 
her grow. Growing, she had come to love the rain which 
could so quickly become a deluge, and just as quickly 
disappear beneath patches of blue sky and racing clouds 
touching the mountain tops. 

She was playing with the Boxer puppy, who was a new 
member of the household, on the lawn in front of the house 
when Clare came out carrying a brown leather dispatch case. 

" Hello ! ” Deb looked at the case. “ Did Barney leave 
that ? ” 

“ Yes—at least he brought it with some letters he wanted 
typed. I’ve done them, and I thought I would leave them 
at Beck Cottage on my way down to the village,” said Clare 
casually. 
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Deborah laughed. “ I do like the way Mr. Barnaby 
Cardross uses my secretary I ” 

“ Oh Deb,” Clare protested, “ his typing is a nightmare. 
Poor dear, he does it with one finger, and the result is 
frightening. You don’t mind ? ” she added quickly. 

“ Barnaby being a dud typist ? ” 

“ No. Me helping him out. Honestly,” Clare laughed, 
“ something has to be done to keep up the prestige of your 
—or rather the estate office correspondence.” 

“ Of course I don’t mind,” replied Deb. “ But didn’t 
you have enough to do before ? ” 

“ Oh 1 I like typing,” Clare assured. 

“ I know you do. But I shall take a very dim view of it if 
you let Barnaby annex all your spare time,” Deb told her half 
seriously. “ Bless him ! he takes everything for granted.” 

“ I get quite enough spare time,” said Clare. “ Don’t 
forget the ancient proverb about the devil finding 1 mischief 
still for idle hands to do ’—the Matron of the orphanage was 
always quoting that.” 

Deb laughed, sitting back on her heelB on the grass and 
tucking the obstreperous puppy under one arm, her eyes 
alight with affection as they rested on her cousin. Clare 
had seated herself in a garden chair. Wearing a primrose- 
coloured frock which deepened her wonderful colouring— 
with her skin tanned golden brown, her dark hair, and those 
vivid eyes seeming almost as yellow as amber in contrast, she 
was certainly a startlingly lovely thing, and Deb, who 
adored beauty, admired her whole-heartedly. 

But she was still aware of something about that lovely face 
which troubled her. Clare had grown thinner; in the 
brilliant sunshine she looked as though she was sleeping 
badly, and once or twice lately Deb had caught her staring 
before her, a haunted look in her eyes. 

“ Clare darling,” Deb said, stretching out her free hand to 
take one of the 7 other girl’s, with that impulsive affection that 
was oneof her sweetest characteristics, “you’remuchtoo lovely 
to waste your life typing and doing accounts and saving a tire¬ 
some person like me trouble. You ought to get married.” 
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“ Ought I really ? ” Clare gave her an odd look. 
“ Chance is a fine thing.” 

“ Isn't it on your doorstep ? Or haven’t you noticed? ” 
asked Deb. 

“ What on earth do you mean ? ” asked Clare sharply. 

“ Jimmy Ferguson is quite crazy about you. Haven’t 
you noticed him underfoot ? ” Deb laughed. “ He’s not 
really good enough for you, and I don’t suggest you’d ever 
return his interest. But if only he was more glamorous, 
he’s a nice person, and he’s got lots of money.” 

Watching her with a curious intentness Clare had let her 
go on uninterrupted. “ Match-making, Deb ? ” she asked. 
“ Can you see me as a farmer’s wife ? And Jimmy’s very soul 
is in the land.” 

“ No,” sighed Deb, “ I said it was sad he isn’t more 
glamorous.” And then changing the subject: “ Clare love, 
you’re losing weight. And—sometimes I wonder if you’re 
bored. Wouldn’t you like to go down to London and have 
a week or so’s really good time ? ” 

“ Why—are you thinking of going } " asked Clare. 

“ No. It would do you good to get away from us all.” 

Suddenly snatching away her hand Clare got to her feet. 
“ Good heavens, you must want to get rid of me I ” she 
exclaimed. “ First you suggest marrying me off; then 
sending me for a holiday. Thanks—but no to both. 
Though of course you’re at liberty to tell me to go whenever 
you’ve had enough of me.” 

Staring up at her in amazement Deb saw that she was 
flushed and bright-eyed with anger. 

“ Don’t be absurd ! ” she protested. “ Why on earth 
should I want to get rid of you ? ” 

But Clare was smiling again. “ Why on earth shouldn’t 
you ? Anyway you’re going to now. Any message ? ” 

“ No. And Bamaby may not be in,” said Deb. “ If you 
don’t want to go out of your way young Jo would take the case.” 
- " I can leave it. It’s hardly any farther.” With a wave 
of her hand Clare walked off swinging the case. 

Looking after her with troubled eyes Deb thought: She 
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couldn’t possibly believe I really wanted to get rid of her ! 

But Clare had been like that again lately. Ready to snap 
one’s head off unexpectedly, alternately in the highest 
spirits, or as moody as Hamlet. There was real unhappiness 
in Deborah’s sigh. 

Somehow that little contretemps seemed to have dimmed 
the sunshine, taken something out of the beauty of the day— 
yet Deb would not let herself realise how often Clare was 
capable of doing that for her.... 

If she could have read her cousin’s thoughts while the 
other girl walked quickly in the direction of Beck Cottage 
that troubled shadow in Deborah’s mind would have in¬ 
creased a hundredfold. 


in 

Taking the cut across the fields at the back of the house 
Clare walked along deep in thought. 

Stupid to have lost her temper 1 she told herself, but Deb 
was so transparent. Was it not bad enough for her—Clare 
—to have to watch her step with Barnaby every minute 
while there was anyone else present, to have the humiliation 
of knowing that he cared more about what Deb might think, 
than about her feelings. He said he didn’t care for Deb “ in 
that way ”, but Deb cared for him, and was even jealous of 
anyone else typing his letters, Clare told herself. Then, a 
little secretive smile touching her lips : Let her be jealous— 
after all whether he wants to or not, it’s not Deb he loves 1 

When she reached Bamaby’s house the elderly body who 
came daily to look after him told her that he had gone out an 
hour ago. 

That probably meant that he was going to drop in for 
dinner at the house—another of those evenings when there 
would hardly be a chance of getting a word alone with him. 
And she had not seen him alone for a week now. 

Continuing on her way to the village the fear which she 
had tried so hard to suppress was torturing her. Could it 
be possible that he was cooling off ? That he was trying to 
avoid her ? 
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The post office at Helmmere was also the local drapers’; 
run by two maiden ladies of uncertain age, it had also become 
known among certain wits as “ The Gossip Shop ”, Cer¬ 
tainly plenty of chatter and speculation went on there and 
rumour of things about to happen could usually be traced 
to that source, for it either started or arrived there. 

The village where almost every member of the population 
is not avidly interested in every other member has surely yet 
to be invented, but it must be said of Helmmere that the 
gossip was at least ninety-five per cent, without malice. It 
would have been difficult to find more tolerant people, or 
those more ready to live and let live. It was easier to give a 
helping hand than a cold look, to laugh aside the weaknesses 
of human nature than censure them. They were even toler¬ 
ant to strangers in their midst; but they .also had strong likes 
and dislikes. You were either accepted, or remained “ a 
foreigner ” for ever. 

It didn’t really matter to Clare that she was not accepted; 
she cared no more for the villagers than they cared for her. 
But she was inclined to suspect the people at Helmmere for 
her unpopularity, for she knew quite well that between Mrs. 
Thomson and herself one of those instant antagonisms had 
been born. But as a matter of fact Betsy-Anne had never 
made any comment about Miss Deb’s cousin outside her own 
family circle. 

The post office was square and rather dark and the sitting- 
room of the postmistress and her sister was shut away behind 
the counter by a half-glass door. 

On this particular afternoon the shop door stood wide 
open, while the room one was ajar. From behind it Clare 
could hear a murmur of conversation and the clatter of cups 
which advertised that the Misses Watts were having tea. 
She was just about to tap impatiently on the counter when the 
sound of afamiliar name made her pause, looking in the direc¬ 
tion from which Miss Hetty—the elder sister, who was a little 
deaf—had spoken, her voice raised just sufficiently for her 
words to reach the listener clearly. It was plain that she did 
not know anyone was in the shop, and Clare paused, list ening . 
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“ Yes—Mr. Barnaby—I tell you, love, that as I came round 
the comer on my bike the car was stopped just off the road, 
and there believe me, ” a delighted giggle broke the words, 
“ they were so absorbed in each other—he with his arms round 
her, and her pretty face raised to his. You wouldn’t blame 
any man for forgetting the world to kiss such a love of a girl.” 

“ Oh, Hetty, you’re a reet old romantic. Pleased me 
better if I’d heard it was Mr. Dominic who was kissing her 
—I think we all had a sneaking hope Miss Deb would get 
him. He’s worth ten million of Barnaby.” 

“ Well, that’s not our business. But you bet we’ll be 
hearing of an engagement soon. Miss Deb’s not the sort for 
easy kisses. Mark my words they’ll be wed.” 

“ Um—I’m thinking (mind Hetty, don’t talk about this) 
that Miss Brett will be properly upset. And as for him 
kissing Miss Deborah, I’d like to know what he was doing in 
the rose garden with that young woman on the night of the 
birthday dance. I’ve seen her twice with him in Kendal. I 
wouldn’t trust that one the other side of beck. She’s a——” 

Knowing that if she stayed she was bound to be dis¬ 
covered at any moment, Clare, cat-footed in her light-soled 
sandals, slipped back to the door and through it. 

Walking blindly away she had no idea of what direction she 
was taking. Rage and jealousy gripped her, and in those 
moments she knew herself capable of murder. 

So Barnaby had been holding Deb in his arms, kissing her, 
telling her he loved her better than anything in the world 1 
That was all his protestations that he would never think of 
marrying her amounted to. 

Oh 1 but he’ll learn what it means to lie to me 1 Clare told 
herself furiously. I’ll tell her everything—I’ll face him and 
if he dares to lie- 

The imperious sound of a motor horn and a man’s 
“ Oi! ” brought her to a sudden halt, and she discovered that 
she was half-way across the road, and it was Dominic’s 
Rolls which had come to an abrupt halt not a yard away 
from her, 

“ I know this is not exactly Piccadilly Circus, but would it 
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be too inquisitive to ask if you have made a suicide pact with 
yourself ? ” he enquired dryly. 

“ Sorry,” she stammered, all her usual poise gone. “ I— 

I-” To her horror her voice broke, and still shaken with 

rage and misery she put out a hand and supported herself 
against the side of the car. 

“ What’s wrong, Clare ? ’’ Dominic asked more kindly, 
noticing the pallor of her face. “ Aren't you well ? ” 

Biting her lips hard to steady them she forced a laugh. 
“ I’ve—got the dickens of a headache. I was—-just going 
across to get Mr. White to give me something for it,” 

As she had been crossing towards the chemist’s the 
explanation was a feasible one, though when he first caught 
sight of her she had looked more as if she was contemplating 
murder than relief. However, whether it had been aspirin 
or weed-killer in her mind, she certainly looked ill. 

“ Well, go and ask him,” he advised. “ I’ll drive you 
home afterwards-” 

“ Thanks, but don’t bother,” she told him. “ I can walk 
quite easily—no need to take you out of your way.” 

“ It happens to be my way,” he replied. “ I’m going to 
Hightarn.” 

She found him waiting when she came out again. 

“ Come along,” he leaned over and opened the door. 

Getting in beside him, Clare thought: At least he knows 
his own mind. He may dislike me, but if I told him about 
Bamaby he would make very sure he never got Deb. 

If she told him.... Supposing—she did ? 


CHAPTER XV 

i 

M rs. Falcon was due to have tea with Lady Fendon that 
afternoon, and when Deborah went into the house 
twenty minutes or so after Clare had left her the older 
woman was crossing the hall. 
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“ Oh Deb-” she began. Then, stopping : “ You look 

very serious, is anything wrong ? ” 

“ Was I looking serious ? ” asked Deb. “ I was—only 
thinking. And isn’t it hot ? ” she hurried on. “ I believe 
this will all end in a storm.” 

“ The glass says set fair," said Cousin Amabel. “ I don’t 
think I need to take an umbrella. Dear me, I am getting 
quite out of the way of carrying one.” She glanced at her 
watch. “ I must not linger, dear—Lady Helen hates waiting 
for her tea.” 

“ But surely you are not going to walk ? " asked Deborah. 

“ Yes dear. It is good for me. I shall become a'mountain 
in a few years unless I take more exercise.” 

“ Nonsense. Anyway, there could never be too much of 
you,” was the affectionate reply. “ Do let me get the car and 
take you ; it is such a pull to the Fendons’.” 

But Mrs. Falcon insisted upon going on foot. 

Finding herself alone again, Deborah paused to consult 
the barometer hanging in the hall. How right her cousin 
had been. The hands pointed to set fair. Feeling that 
whatever the weather promised, “ stormy ” would be nearer 
the atmosphere (judging by Clare), she laughed rather drearily. 

Her tea had already been taken into the library when 
she came downstairs again a few minutes later. The puppy 
cocked an expectant eye and half rose from his basket, 
and Mr. Micawber was already sitting on the hearthrug 
gazing innocently into space, but obviously waiting for 
something to turn up. 

“ Stay where you are, Junior,” Deborah told her dog. 
“ Dominic says pups mustn’t have cake! There will be 
milk later—when Mr. M. has his.” 

Taking her own plate and the cup of tea she poured out 
to a small table beside the settee, she sat down, her back 
to the loggia, and picked up the book she had left earlier. 
But she soon put the book down again and sat, hands idle 
in her lap, leaving her tea to go cold, and the slice of cake 
on her plate untouched. 

How strangely, beautifully restful the house seemed. Its 
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very quietness emphasised the lack of peace which seemed 

to have existed in her home lately. 

Suddenly she knew that she was altogether tired of 
drifting. Of course she was not happy ! Didn’t she hate 
deception more than anything else, and whatever Barnaby 
might say about it being their own business, what was this 
secret, half-engagement but deception ? There was abso¬ 
lutely no need for her to have to go out and meet the man 
she was going to marry when—from her point of view— 
their courting could be entirely open. 

Her reverie broke as two hands pressed down on her 
shoulders, and leaning back to look up she saw Barnaby 
looking down at her. 

He bent to kiss her quickly. “ Alone ? ” 

“ Obviously,” she answered. “ You wouldn’t be kissing 
me if X were not—would you ? You would be behaving 
far more circumspectly.” 

The cool, slightly bitter irony of her tone startled him, 
and going round he ss£ down next to her. “ Sarcastic, 
Deb ? You ! ” 

She shook her head. “ I’ve just been thinking how silly 
all this is, that’s all. And, Barnaby, if you really want me, 
I think that we ought to announce our engagement.” 

“ But, darling,” he protested, hiding his impatient alarm, 
“ I’ve told you—I thought this was all settled.” 

She looked at him so steadily that his eyes shifted as he 
took her hand in a close clasp. 

While he studied the slender hand he held, she watched 
him, a new speculation in her eyes. For once his nearness 
did not make her heart-beats quicken appreciably. She 
could not help remembering that she had co-operated with 
him without really putting up any sort of struggle to make 
her own point of view prevail, and feeling that perhaps it 
was his turn to do a little co-operating. 

Secrecy about something which had absolutely no need 
to be a secret seemed suddenly undignified. 

Somehow all her innate honesty urged her to speak out, to 
end this situation finally. “ All this secrecy when there is no 
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need for anything of the kind is ‘ plain daft ’! Let’s tell 
them—even if we don’t get married for a year it will put 
you in a much better position.” 

She did not think of her own position, of how proud he 
should have been to let the world know that she had chosen 
him. It should have been the first thing he thought of, 
but even if he had been inclined to, that consideration would 
have been swamped. 

And yet as he looked down at her—lovely, generous; in 
every way so desirable a wife for any man—the more he 
knew that marriage with her would bring so much for so 
little. But, he told himself, he was no Samson—pulling 
trouble as dangerous as the pillars of any hoiise down 
upon himself was something he would rather avoid doing. 

Yet his concern and frustration were not all for him¬ 
self as he put his arms about her and, perhaps because those 
clear eyes searching his face were too disconcerting, drew 
her head against his shoulder. “ Darlingest, I can’t—not 
yet,” he told her. “ If I’m being unfair to you-” 

“ I think you are being a little unfair to us both,” she 
said. “ Oh I Barney, you must have realised that it’s 
because we both hate it that we—quite often lately—natter 
at each other, snap, and actually row over little things—don’t 
you remember how cross we both were the other day when 
you insisted I was training the pup badly, and I—practi¬ 
cally accused you of being jealous because I loved him?” 

He laughed. “ Perhaps I was. It’s not so easy to see 
you showing affection when we-” 

“ There’s my argument,” She raised her head tri¬ 
umphantly. “ We’ll be like those couples who write to 
the papers and say they are always quarrelling and are told 
long engagements get on people’s nerves. They should try 
secret engagements ! ” 

“ Don’tyourememberthatltoldyoulwouldn’thavepeople 
saying I was going to marry you for your money ? ” he asked. 

“ Why should they ? ” 

“ Because I haven’t a bean to call my own. When we 
got engaged,” he continued quickly, “ I had—the prospect 
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of a big stake in Silverbum. That has probably gone west 
—even if there’s a chance left of Dominic making me his 
heir one day, I tell you frankly that it would be the end if 
I told him—at this stage—I was going to marry you.” 
As she would have spoken he stopped her, a hand against her 
lips. “Wait, my sweet. I don’t want you to think I’m horribly 
commercial—there’s something much more than that in the 
thought of Silverburn, as you, of all people, will understand. 
Nevertheless, it’s not the future, but the present that’s— 
stymieing me. I’d hate to be thought a fortune-hunter.” 

She was silent for a moment, then she drew herself from 
his arms with a gentle but very definite movement. 

“ If your pride means so much to you,” she said quietly, 
“ don’t you think our engagement is a mistake altogether ? 
Perhaps you would rather be free ? ” 

But somehow he knew that if he let her go now it would 
not be easy to beckon her back. Besides, the propensity 
to eat his cake and have it was very characteristic of him. 
At the back of all his indecision there had always been the 
determination that it was Deb he must —and meant to — 
marry. It was just a matter of time—of finding the easiest 
way to get out of the other entanglement. In other and 
cruder words, of persuading Clare to see which way the 
bread of both of them was buttered. 

Far from understanding the reason for that dismayed 
silence, Deborah turned away, her eyes smarting with the 
tears she was much too proud to allow to fall. 

If that was how he felt, she told herself, perhaps even a 
definite break was better than going on like this. 

Then she felt his hands on her shoulders, turning her to 
face him. Sweeping her close, he bent to kiss her. “ I 
won’t—lose—you. Deb—my love, you’re being the diffi¬ 
cult one now—you can’t send me away. I’m not so easy 
to get rid of.” And alarmed at her lack of response: 
“ Listen—I love you—I’ll do anything you want. We’ll— 

tell the world at die end of a month-” 

“ You—really mean that you—want that ? ” she asked. 

“ You know I mean it. What’s more—you’re the most 
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necessary thing in my life. Kiss me, darling—tell me you 
are not completely-” He broke off. 

Deb also was aware of the sound which had disturbed 
them. She turned swiftly and saw Clare framed in the 
open window, Dominic behind her. 

Their backs were to the light and their faces in shadow. 
She could not read, neither did she think of their expressions, 
but she did know that they could not have failed to take in 
the tableau of herself in Bamaby’s arms, and almost before 
she knew what she was saying she had obeyed her impulse 
to explain why she had been there. After all, it was no use 
waiting another month now; the proverbial cat was out 
of the bag. But it was only afterwards that she realised 
how strong had been her determination that Dominic must 
not think she had—well, just been letting Barney kiss her 
as perhaps he might have kissed any girl. 

“ Hello, you two,” she greeted them a little breathlessly. 
“ You’re just in time to hear our news—Barney and I have 
decided to get married.” 

It was Dominic who saw Clare’s face as she pushed past 
him, who thrust her back so that he stood between Deb and 
that mask of hate and fury. It was Dominic, too, who caught 
her, as with a gasping cry she fell forward in a dead faint. 

# # # # # 

With a gasp of horror Deborah ran forward. “ Clare-1 M 

But Dominic had already lifted the unconscious girl and 
was carrying her towards the door. “ It’s all right,” he 
said reassuringly. “ She has probably got a touch of the 
sun. I met her down in the village and gave her a lift 
back—she was complaining of a splitting headache. Which 
is her room ? ” 

Barnaby was already holding the library door open, and 
it happened that Bessie was just disappearing kitchenwards 
at that particular moment. Deborah called to her : 

“ Bessie, Miss Clare has fainted. Will you show Mr. 
Cardross her room while I ring up the doctor ? ” 

“ Fainted 1 Good gracious—must be the heat I ” With 
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a not entirely sympathetic glance at the unconscious girl’s 
death-white face Bessie led die way upstairs without wasting 
any more words, while Deb turned back into the library. 

Hurrying across to the desk, she picked up the telephone. 

Fortunately, Dr. Jameson was in, and promised to come 
round at once. 

She replaced the instrument, glancing across to where 
Barnaby stood by the mantelpiece, mechanically moving the 
things on it, his teeth worrying his lower lip. 

It was impossible to define his expression, but if there 
had been the time, or she had been less worried herself, she 
must surely have decided that he looked thoroughly rattled. 

“ I must go up to her, Barney,” she said quicldy. “ Don’t 
go—will you ? ” 

“ I’ll stay for a little while,” he answered without looking 
at her, “ but I’ve a lot to do, Deb.” 

“ Let it wait.” She smiled at him, but he did not smile 
back, and she thought: he’s cross with me. Nevertheless, 
she still felt that, in spite of the anti-climax of her announce¬ 
ment, she had chosen the best way. There was no time 
to discuss their own problems now, though, and as she ran 
upstairs she had already pushed them to the back of her mind. 

Shemet Dominiccrossing the landing, and hestopped tosay: 

“ Don’t worry, Deb. It’s only the heat. She’s coming 
round already. She’ll be O.K.” 

“ I’ve telephoned the doctor, and he’ll be right along." 
There was a worried little crease between her brows. “ I 
know it’s hot, but I’ve never known Clare faint before— 
not .even when she cut herself so badly last year. She’s 
got extraordinary endurance ; she seemed all right when 
she went out—at least—perhaps she was not quite herself. 
I can’t think what’s wrong, poor pet.” 

He stood looking after her for a moment, his mouth setting. 

Perhaps the “ poor pet ” fainted from sheer shock, com¬ 
plicated by suppressed rage ! he decided grimly. And— 
what the dickens did it mean ? 

Downstairs, Barnaby was pacing the library with quick, 
uneven steps. He had never felt so enraged, or so helpless. 
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Here he was, he told himself savagely, caught very well 
between the two girls in his life, and at present his strongest 
emotion towards each of them was anger. Confound it! 
he thought. I’d told Deb to wait another month ; I would 
have found some way to quieten Clare in that time. And 
now—heaven alone knows what she’ll do ! 

Why, she might even be telling Deb all about it at this 

very moment-1 And if Deb believed her that would 

be the end. However fatuous he might be, he could make 
no mistake about that. If Deb once thought he had been 
making love to Clare she would never forgive him. 

Hearing the door open, he swung round abruptly to see 
Dominic coming back into the room. 

“ Hello I ” Barnaby greeted with an attempt at his usual 
lightness of manner. “ Exciting day, isn’t it ? ” 

“ It depends on your idea of excitement,” said Dominic 
with a slight shrug. Then, crossing to the big desk, he sat 
down on a comer of it and taking out pipe and tobacco- 
pouch, began to fill the former with an unhurried delibe¬ 
ration which Barnaby found the more nerve-racking because 
all the time he was doing it Dominic never removed the 
steady gaze focused on his face. 

The moment in which he managed to sustain it seemed 
to last for ever, then, turning away, he went over to the 
fireplace again, asking acidly : ' Why the inquisitorial stare ? 
I am not responsible for—he paused. What the dickens 
was he saying ? Then he added, trying to sound natural: 
“ Well, is she better ? I didn’t know girls indulged in 
fainting fits in these hard-boiled days.” 

Ignoring the remark, Dominic lit his pipe. Then: 

“ Well, Barney,” he said curtly, “ what’s the meaning of 
this ? ” 

<• of-” 

Continuing to regard him with that steady, probing stare, 
Dominic said almost casually : “ You know very well that 
you can’t marry Deb.” 

All the antagonism Barnaby had ever felt against his elder 
brother, the jealousy and resentment of the weaker character 
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against strength which scared him, and integrity which his 
own lack of it sneeringly labelled priggishness, rose now, 
and with it a mean triumph at his secret knowledge that 
when those two had arrived a little while back it had not 
only been Clare whom Deborah’s announcement had pierced 
like a two-edged sword. 

“ And why not, dear brother ? ” he inquired. “ Surely 
Deb—and incidentally myself—are the judges of that ? As 
far as I know you have no controlling interest in her marriage; 
though, of course, I’ve known for a long time that you have 
—an interest.” 

“ Deb is blinded by her affection for you,” said Dominic, 
still in that quiet, unemotional way, though he was inwardly 
shocked to discover how easy it would be to give way to the 
instinct to crash his fist into the smiling, handsome face 
opposite him. 

“ Do you know,” Bamaby said coolly, “ I should call 
‘ affection ’ a decided understatement. Deb’s feeling for 
me is something much—wanner than * affection ’. As, of 
course, mine is for her. I love her, and since she sees no 
reason why I should not, I mean to marry her.” 

“ You naturally would not see any reason against it—all 
the reasons are there, nevertheless. Haven’t you enough 
decency to realise that she is rich and you have nothing 
to offer her ? Do you want to live on your wife ? ” 

“ Will you mind your own darned business ? ” Barnaby 
demanded, dropping all pretence at casualness. “ For once 
you can’t interfere with any hope of success. Deb and I 
are in love and we’re going to get married.” 

Dominic got to his feet, and going to the window, stood 
with his back to the room for a few moments. He had 
never in his life before felt so near to helplessness. After 
all, apart from the fact that Bamaby was without any 
definite prospects of his own, what had he to urge against 
this marriage ? A suspicion—perhaps more than a sus¬ 
picion (for he would never forget Clare’s face)—that Barnaby 
was entangled with Deb’s cousin. And even if Deb found 
out, what would that do except hurt her irrevocably—break 
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her heart ? It seemed to him in those moments that he was 
as much to blame for this as anyone. He had known Deb 
wanted Bamaby, and because he wanted above everything 
else that his beloved headstrong girl should be happy, he 
had tried to turn Barnaby into the kind of man worthy of 
her. Fatuous fool that I was ! he thought savagely. 

With an angry gesture he swung round and met the 
younger man’s sardonic triumphant eyes. 

“ Listen to me,” he commanded. “ As you have—very 
aptly reminded me, Deb is her own mistress. I can’t stop her 
from marrying you, but if you ever let her down, or I find 
out definitely that you are double-crossing her—I’ll kill you.” 

“ Dominic ! What on earth are you saying ? ” Deb 
came swiftly forward, standing between the two men. “ Oh l 
please don’t quarrel. I—couldn’t bear it now." 

Was it something in her eyes—something she did not 
know was there as she turned them on Dominic—which 
roused a sudden jealous fear in Barnaby ? In that moment 
he knew that he wanted to make things so difficult between 
those two that any friendship between them would be more 
difficult than it had ever been. 

“ I’m afraid you won’t be able to stop Dominic quarrelling 
with me, darling,” he said. “ Naturally he objects to our 
engagement—he has the best reason in the world for doing 
so, poor fellow.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” Deborah stiffened in the circle 
of the arm he had thrown about her. 

“ I mean,” Bamaby’s eyes were smilingly vindictive, 
“ that he happens to be in love with you himself. . . 


CHAPTER XVI 

l 

I N the silence following Bamaby’s crudely cynical an¬ 
nouncement, Deborah’s heart seemed to stand still, 
and then go hurrying on again wildly—frighteningly. 
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She was aware of Dominic’s face growing clearer through 
the curious mist which had momentarily dimmed her sight, 
and she felt the oddest relief to find that, though he was 
not smiling, he was the calm, unruffled Dominic she had 
always known, with that quiet determined strength against 
which she had so often pitted herself. Always afterwards 
she remembered him standing there, so strong, so good to 
look at, with that proud, slightly arrogant carriage of his 
dark head, and as she had never known it before she knew 
then how absolutely necessary the bastion of his friendship 
was to her. To lose Dominic—to have their relationship 
changed, would mean that she would be left frighteningly 
alone. 

But she did not realise that already the relationship—as 
she had known it-—had changed irrevocably. 

Then she turned fiercely upon Barnaby ; 

“ Barney 1 You must be mad! ” she exclaimed, her voice 
almost shrill with anger. "How can you say such a 
thing?” 

It was Dominic who answered quietly: “ Why shouldn’t 
he say it, Deb ? It is quite refreshing to hear him speak 
the truth—for once.” 

She stared at him wide-eyed. “ The—the truth ? ” she 
stammered. 

“ Yes—the truth,” Dominic repeated, “ Don’t look so 
distressed, my dear. You’ve heard it—thanks to Barnaby. 
And now forget it. You have made your choice ; I knew 
long ago that you had made it.” He gave her one of those 
swift smiles that lighted his whole face, but she saw that for 
once the smile did not reach his eyes. " So—it is only 
left for me to wish you all possible happiness, and ”—his 
glance rested on his brother—“ do my best to see that you 
get it.” Without waiting for any reply, he went out on to 
the terrace and walked away with his usual long, unhurried 
stride. 

Moving instinctively to the window, Deborah stood look¬ 
ing after him. Even if she had tried, it would have been 
impossible for her to understand then the chaos into which 
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her heart and mind were churned under the numb sense 
of shock gripping her. 

“ So that’s that i ” 

She swung round swiftly and found Barnaby standing 
so close behind her that she had turned practically into his 
arms. But as he stretched them out she stepped aside, 
holding him off with a quick movement of her hands. 

“ Don’t! ” She walked past him, back into the room. 
In that moment she felt that if he touched her she would 
scream ; every nerve in her was strung to breaking point; 
she felt as though the solid ground had been cut from 
beneath her feet, and it was Barnaby who was responsible. 

Even if he believed what he had said, how could he have 
said such a thing—how could he ? 

Then the echo of Dominic’s cool, quiet assertion came 
back to her : “Why shouldn’t he ? , . . It’s true.” 

Barnaby watched her, beginning to be secretly alarmed 
lest his intention when he had made that announcement 
might not turn out to be quite what he had meant it to be. 

While he helped himself to a cigarette and lit it, the silence 
still remained unbroken. Deborah was standing on the 
hearthrug now, staring down at the big open-mouthed 
urns filled with flowers which always made a screen for 
the empty grate in warm weather. 

If she had turned and rent him with one of those lightning 
flashes of anger that passed as quickly as they were born, 
he would have felt more capable of coping; it was her 
stillness, the fact that she looked—stricken, that worried 
him, not because he even gave a thought to the fact that 
she was unhappy, but because he feared again that his 
attempt to drive a final wedge between herself and Dominic 
was going to boomerang on himself. 

When he could bear the silence no longer he broke it. 
“ Don’t look so serious, darling,” he implored. “ These 
things happen, you know. I—rather thought you must have 
guessed.” And as she still neither looked round nor replied: 
“ Please don’t be angry with me. I’m not responsible for my 
brother’s vagaries. After all, it is—you and I who matter.” 

T—E 
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She raised her head then and looked at him. It was a 
long look, curiously impersonal and as though somehow 
she were seeing him for the first time. And then : 

“ Why did you tell me—that, Barnaby ? ” she asked. “ It 
was—quite unnecessary.” 

“ Well, I thought it was about time that you realised the 
truth behind Dominic’s anxiety regarding—your personal 
affairs,” he said. “ Probably I was hitting below the belt; 
I’m sorry if you think so, but I’m darn well sick of trying 
not to face the fact that more than half this—antagonism 
towards me is because he’s as jealous as any other man 
would be when he sees the girl he wants himself care for some¬ 
body else—and that somebody a younger brother whom he 
has always considered himself at liberty to rather despise.” 

A faint flush stained the unusual pallor of her cheeks. 
Then, her tone seeming to echo the strange, inquiring look 
she had given him just now, she said wonderingly: “ I 

wouldn’t have believed you could be so ungenerous-•” 

Her voice broke as she covered her face with her hands. 

“ Barney—Barney ! How could you ? Dominic-” 

“ Is Dominic so important to you ? ” His tone sharpened. 
“ Why should it upset you to find out that he’s human— 
and capable in spite of his magnificent facade of being as 
petty as the next man ? ” Then, regaining his self-control, 
he went to her quickly, trying to take down the hands which 
still covered her face. “ Deb, you’re not going to let him 
succeed in doing what he wants to do ? Look, I’m sorry 
I lost my temper and—slammed him, if you’re going to be 
upset. But there’s no need for you to be. Dominic is 
perfectly capable of taking care of himself. Am I to blame if 
I—came to breaking point, when I could see that if he can’t 
have you himself he means to do everything in his power to 

stop me from getting you ? I love you, darling-” 

She had surrendered her hands, and as she met the plead¬ 
ing in his eyes it suddenly seemed that the Barnaby she loved 
was still there, and yet something in her refused to 
respond. 

Gently but firmly she freed herself. 
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“ Let’s not talk about it any more,” she said. “ Not 
now or—ever-” 

“ Darling-” 

How often that easy endearment on his lips had set her 
heart beating in swift, breathless response, but suddenly it 
jangled like a wrong note played in a too-well-known piece 
of music. “ Please, Bamaby,” she said, “ will you go now ? 
I’ve got—a splitting headache ” 

“ I can’t go feeling that you’re angry with me,” he told 
her. “ Deb—I can’t bear it. Please, my sweet.” 

He drew her into his arms. For a minute she remained 
there, unresisting, but unresponsive, then pressing her face 
against his shoulder, she clung to him. If he had been 
sensitive enough to realise the desperation in those c linging 
hands they might have disturbed instead of reassuring him. 

He bent to kiss the top of her head. “ Ducky, it’s just 
too bad 1 ” he told her. “ All this when we ought to be 
so happy—but at least it’s out; we’ve told ' the world '— 
how glad I am. No more secrecy-” 

It might have been all his doing, but she was in no mood 
to consider that then. 

His arms tightened. “ Listen, my precious—promise me 
you won’t let anyone make mischief— anyone. You won’t 
believe anything you hear.” 

She raised her head, “ What am I likely to hear f ” 

“ Well—-oh 1 ” he laughed. “ Let's skip it. I’m getting 
the wind up—developing an imagination. You do love me ? ” 

“ Of course. But-” 

“ All right, sweet.” He was suddenly the same laughing 
Bamaby, his eyes full of tenderness. “ I’ll go. Take 
something for your poor head, and—forgive me by to¬ 
morrow. You’re so right—we won’t talk about this any 
more.” He kissed her quickly, and at the same moment 
a cheerful voice from the hall asked if anyone was in, and 
Bamaby released her as the doctor came in. 

IX 

Half an hour later, shut in her own room, Deborah moved 
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restlessly about. Though she had no real inkling of the 
dark shadows hovering about her house, lengthening over 
her life, she knew in her aching heart that everything was— 
somehow wrong. 

And it had all gone awry because Bamaby had made her 
see what she now knew she ought to have seen long, long ago. 

She had asked herself—and him, Dominic—with im¬ 
patience why he did not marry. 

“ Some day, when we are all much older, you may know the 
reason -” 

His words; that odd little note in his voice, came back to 
her. 

Sitting down, she rested her elbows on her knees, dropping 
her face into her cupped hands. 

Dominic loved her, and the strange, strange thing was that 
it seemed as much a tragedy for her as it was for him. She 
blamed herself bitterly. She ought to have known ; per¬ 
haps she would have done if she had not been so obsessed 
with her selfishness. Deb was inclined to be very hard 
on herself. She had wanted Barnaby so much that she 
had never dreamed how the getting of him was going to 
hurt the very finest person she knew. 

Of course he was not the kind of man who would let a 
stupid girl’s blindness spoil his whole life. Whatever he 
thought now, one day he would—he must—meet a girl 
who was really worthy of him, and—marry her. He must— 
of course he must. 

Suddenly the tears were pouring between her fingers 
and her slender body shook with uncontrollable sobs. 

It was dreadful to have hurt someone she cared for so much 
—to have fought, and argued, and always been forcing home 
to him how much she cared about what happened to Bamaby. 
And now she had got Barnaby ; while Dominic- 

Weeping to herself on this day when at last the secret of her 
engagement was no longer there to irk her, Deb whispered : 

" If only I had known—if only I had guessed.” 

But what could she have done if she had known ? Or— 
what would she not have done ? 
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Unanswerable questions. Or, perhaps when it came to 
answering the last one, her courage failed her. 

hi 

After dinner that evening Dominic sat for a long time, 
a neglected book on his knees, a pipe, which had long gone 
out, clenched between his teeth, staring unseeingly at the 
tall bookshelves opposite. 

It was too late to ask himself now why he had stood aside 
and left the road clear for Eamaby. 

It had seemed to him quite impossible to enter into 
competition with his brother, and it was too late now to 
regret that streak of pride. Could there possibly have 
been some jealousy mingled with it ? he wondered, deter¬ 
mined to probe mercilessly into the wound in his heart. 
He saw clearly now that he might have won Deb’s love before 
Bamaby returned, and her young girl’s romantic fancy for 
him became—what it was to-day. 

Why had he not gone all out to get her instead of leaving 
it for Barnaby to tell her that he —Dominic—loved her? 
he asked himself with a bitter, undeserved self-contempt. 

Yet whatever part his pride may have played in the line 
he had taken, first and foremost he had wanted Deb’s 
happiness. To that end he had laid himself out to give 
Barnaby the chance of proving himself, and then, forsooth, 
his justifiable anger at the younger man’s failure to stand 
up to the responsibility had ended in driving him practically 
straight into Deb’s arms, and her into what disillusion and 
unhappiness ? 

None of these things would have mattered in the same 
way if he could have forgotten Clare Brett’s face in that 
moment before she fainted, heard the agonised protest 
with which she had called Barnaby’s name. 

Thank heaven no one else had heard it. But it brought 
back all his suspicions, strengthened ten fold. What double 
game had Barnaby been playing ? And what power had 
Clare to bring the kind of pain and disillusion to Deborah 
which could so easily break her heart ? 
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He was determined to find that out before he was much 
older, for in spite of Barnaby’s denial he did not trust him. 

But first he must mend things between himself and 
Deborah, make sure that Barnaby’s revelation had not added 
to her unhappiness—even if it meant convincing her that 
he had entirely conquered his own feelings for her. 


CHAPTER XVII 

i 

D eborah had just talien fresh flowers into the library 
the next morning when, glancing out of the window, 
she glimpsed the tail end of a car on its way to the front door. 

It had passed before, with the sun in her eyes, she had 
time to recognise whose car it was, but it would not be 
Barnaby’s because he had telephoned early to say he could 
not get in that day. 

She had been at the stables when he rang through and 
Bessie took the message. Deborah had felt a twinge of 
guilt then because she was somehow relieved not to have 
had to speak to him ; she felt it again now when she knew 
he could not be the visitor. She wished that she had told 
Bessie to say she wasn’t in this morning. She had spent 
a restless, wakeful night and she did not want to see anyone. 

Then the door opened and with curious dismay she found 
herself looking across the room at the last person she had 
expected—Dominic. 

“ Good morning, Deb,” he greeted her. ” Hope I’m 
not interrupting, but as I was passing I looked in. How’s 
the invalid ? ” 

“ Clare i She was sleeping when I came down—the 
doctor left her some tablets.” It seemed dreadful to feel 
so ill at ease with him. 

“ She’ll be all right,” Even though he had taken the trouble 
to inquire about Clare, he sounded extraordinarily casual. 
She turned away, mechanically lifting the bowl of roses 
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that was still on the tray which she had brought in earlier. 
Carrying it across to the table where that particular black 
Wedgwood bowl always stood, she put it carefully down, 
bending to rearrange the flowers. If only she could find 
something to say ! The heavy, nervous beating of her 
heart made her afraid to trust her voice, even if she could 
have found the words. 

Then as she straightened she found Dominic standing 
beside her. She looked up, unconscious of the unhappy 
pleading in her eyes as they met his. 

Reading that unspoken message, he reached out, patting 
her gently on the shoulder. “ It’s all right, Deb,” he said. 
“ I did not really come to inquire after Clare—afraid I 
couldn’t care less how she is. I came to tell you that there’s 
nothing in the world for you to worry about.” 

He was determined she should believe that, even though, 
as far as he was concerned, there was everything in the 
world for him to worry about. “ I’ve just had a talk with 
Barnaby, and—that’s what I came to tell you,” he added. 

Her eyes widened, and then, to his utter dismay, she 
burst into tears. Flinging herself down into a corner of 
the divan, she pressed her face into the cushions, fighting 
for self-control, while he watched her, his hands clenched, 
fighting the overwhelming desire to comfort her, knowing 
that if he touched her now that would be the end of any 
pretence on his part. 

“ Look, Deb,” he said, and because of the tremendous 
hold he was keeping on himself his voice sounded a little 
hard, “ there’s nothing in the world to cry about,” 

She raised her face, looking across at him from drenched 
eyes, though while she searched for her handkerchief she 
was already regaining a hold on her lost self-control. 

“ How can you say that ? ” she asked. “ Oh, Dominic 1 
I’ve been—so blind. If you can forgive me I—can’t forgive 
myself.” 

So much blinder than she realised, and still not daring 
to see too clearly. 

“ Good heavens! there isn’t a question of forgiveness,” 
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he exclaimed. “ If you are worrying about what happened 
yesterday, my dear, don’t give it another thought; least of 
all another tear.” 

“ But why did you never tell me ? ” she burst out. “ I— 
I—never dreamed-” 

“ Of course you didn’t. And what was the use of telling 
you ? I ought never to have let myself be—goaded into 
admitting it,” he made a slight gesture as though he would 
dismiss the whole thing. And then, with the ghost of his 
old smile, but still that almost harsh note in his usually 
musical voice : “ For heaven’s sake don’t be unhappy any 
more, my dear. It was only a dream—and dreams pass. 
One wakes up and—is perfectly happy.” 

Hearing him speak like that made her feel suddenly as 
though a knife had been turned in an open wound. She 
did not stop to think why it should hurt like that. After all, 
she wanted him to forget. 

Seeing the pain in her eyes, that fierce longing to take her 
in his arms rose in him again; to take her and hold her— 
against herself and against the whole world; to tell her once 
and for all that everything that had happened was just 
a crazy mistake—she really belonged to him and he was not 
going to let any other man in the world have her. For a 
moment the temptation was almost too strong to resist. 
Then he remembered that she was Barnaby’s affianced wife; 
it was Bamaby whom she had always loved, and he—Dominic 
—still could not do a thing about it. 

He said: “ Let’s forget the dream and come to the business. 
I am going away at the end of the month.” 

** Going away ! ” she repeated. 

He nodded. “ I’ve a friend in Bermuda who is always 
pestering me to visit him. This seems an excellent time to go.” 

As far as Bermuda ! A sudden blank sense of loss 
gripped her. “ But—the house ? ” 

“ It won’t fall down. Wilson is an excellent steward; 
and—I have told Bamaby that I want him to move back 
there,” he said calmly. “ I don’t know how soon you con¬ 
template getting married-” 
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“ Not yet,” she exclaimed. “ Not for—a long time.” 

He turned abruptly to help himself to a cigarette, his hand 
quite steady as he lighted it. “ I wouldn’t make it too long 
if I were you,” he told her. “ Anyway, I expect to be back 
about Easter. Meanwhile—make Bamaby go back. He 
should be at Silverbum, because, now he is going to marry 
you, there is of course no question of the house not belonging 
to him some day.” 

He was going until Easter; he would be away for 
months ; it needed no time to make her realise how she was 
going to miss him. And yet she had no right to make any 
protest, or try to make him change his mind, since it was 
because of her he was going. 

He said quietly: “ Bamaby should have more sense of 
responsibility now. Help to strengthen it, Deb—and 
remember Silverbum is very dear to me.” 

A frightening suspicion that he did not mean to come back 
gripped her, but she dismissed it. Silverbum was half of 
him—he wouldn’t leave it for ever. But, unable to keep the 
words back, she cried out: 

“ Dominic ! What have I done 1 ” 

“ You ? Nothing. What you have to do, is to be happy. 
For the rest, I have told Barney exactly what I expect of him, 
and it’s up to you—partly, at any rate—to see that he does 
it.” 

She could only say from the depths of that curious pain in 
her heart—curious, because no heart which had gained its 
dearest desire should ache as hers was doing : “ Of course I 
—will.” And then, the old loyalty forcing her, she stam¬ 
mered : “ There—there really is more to him than you have 
—ever believed. You are being so—unbelievably generous, 
Dominic—can’t you be a little more generous and believe in 
Bamaby too ? ” 

If only he could have done, he would have been a happier man, 
' He said: “ After all, I suppose I’m not the marrying 
kind, and so—I am making sure that he takes on my re¬ 
sponsibilities. He knows what I expect. And now, for¬ 
give me if I clear off. I have a tremendous amount to do.” 
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He did not attempt to shake hands or touch her in any 
way, and when he had gone she went into the rose garden, 
and pacing the paths there tried to shake off the load of 
misery which seemed to be bearing her down. It all sounded 
so easy, but—she had not heard what Barney thought about 
it yet. Of course he was bound to like the idea of going back 
to Silverburn as its acknowledged heir—and of course all 
that was generous and impulsive in him as so much was— 
again it was her loyalty that insisted—would respond to 
Dominic's magnificent gesture. 

But in a few moments Bamaby was no longer uppermost 
in her mind. 

" Dreams pass. One wakes up and is—perfectly happy'* 

Was that true ? And was it true, she wondered, that 
Dominic was “ not the marrying kind ”—or was it because 
of her that he would go lonely all his life ? Without love, 
without the companionship that is every man's right. 

n 

Clare insisted upon getting up and coming downstairs in 
the afternoon. 

Deborah would have liked to keep her in bed, but when the 
doctor looked in before lunch he said she was fairly all right, 
and as long as she took things easily for a few days, should be 
quite better by the week-end. 

But though she had insisted to the doctor that she felt 
“ fine ”, she was being literally tom to pieces by the storm of 
emotion within her. 

Her desperate determination to see Bamaby, to make him 
explain what had happened, was an obsession. 

She could not make up her mind whether to speak about 
the engagement to Deb or ignore it—pretending she had not 
heard about it. But on this point her mind was made up for 
her when Cousin Amabel said, just before dinner : 

“ I suppose you know, Clare, that Deb is engaged to 
marry Bamaby Cardross.” 

Clare was proud to know how natural she sounded when 
she exclaimed: 



STARDUST FOR DREAMS I39 

“ Deb ! Why didn’t you tell me! Congratulations. 
When’s the happy day ? ” 

“ Thank you, dear.” Deb’s smile was just a little less 
bright than usual. “ We haven’t thought about it yet— 
I expect we’ll be engaged for quite—a long time.” 

So perhaps there was still hope ! 

Clare was not the only person who thought that. Mrs. 
Falcon would have given a lot to be able to trust that the 
engagement might come to nothing; not for her own sake only, 
but for Deb’s whom she was so afraid had bought unhappi¬ 
ness for herself. And yet, if Deb really loved Barnaby- 

Mrs. Falcon bit off a sigh, glancing across at Clare’s averted 
face. The girl, in spite of obvious efforts to hide it, looked 
pale and drawn. But as Barnaby had got engaged there surely 
could not have been very much between them. He would have 
been afraid of her telling Deb. And Dominic was going away. 
Dear me! thought Cousin Amabel, life can be very topsy-turvy! 

“ Will Barnaby be coming in later? ” she asked as they 
went across to the dining-room. 

” No. Heis going to bebusy this evening, ’ 1 replied Deborah. 

As soon as dinner was over Clare said she was going to bed. 
“ Do you mind, Deb ? ” she asked. “ I’m terribly tired. 
I shall take one of the doctor’s little pills and sleep like a log.” 

“ Of course I don’t mind. Sleep is what you need—and 
don’t get up early,” Deb told her. Then turning to her 
older cousin as Clare left the room : “ Do you mind being 
left, darling ? ” she asked. “ I promised I would go and sit 
with old Mrs. Jenner for half an hour this evening.”. 

“ Of course I don’t mind,” replied Cousin Amabel. 
“ But don’t let her keep you too late—I get nervous when you 
are driving by yourself after dark.” 

“ What! When everybody in the place knows me ? 
And we certainly haven’t any criminals in Helmmere,” 
protested Deborah. 

" It’s the odd tramp,” said Cousin Amabel. “ They are 
on the roads at this time of the year, and that’s a lonely road.” 

Deb only laughed as she kissed the older woman and went 
off on her errand of charity. 



140 STARDUST FOR DREAMS 

Old Mrs. Jenner had originally come to the neighbourhood 
as a bomb refugee during the war, and had bought herself a 
cottage and settled for the rest of her life. During this last 
year she had become partly crippled with arthritis, and as 
she lived some way from the village she was apt to get lonely, 
especially in the evenings. 

Deb was fond of the old lady, but this evening it was her 
own need as much as the invalid’s that took her out. She did 
not want to stay home and think—a rather odd thing for a 
newly engaged girl. 

Mrs. Jenner loved talking, and could be an interesting 
companion, and as usual she kept her visitor longer than she 
had meant to stay, so that when Deb drove away again it was 
getting on for ten o’clock. 

The road home passed a narrow turning which led up toBeck 
Cottage. As she passed, Deborah saw a light in Barnaby’s 
house showing through the trees, and instinctively slowed 
down. Then on a sudden impulse she turned her car into 
the lane and stopping, got out. 

She had not seen him all day. She had meant to ring 
him, but—somehow she had not. There were so many 
things she wanted to say to him, and—perhaps if she saw 
him again it would make her feel happier. Also it seemed 
unkind to pass so near and not even bid him good night. 
After all, they had not even parted very good friends I 
Then, of course, she wanted to know how he felt himself over 
the idea of going back to Silverburn. 

She left the short lane and crossed over the patch of grass. 
The gate had been left half open. How like Barnaby, bless 
him 1 He would get a straying cow or sheep in the garden 
if he did that, and chaos would result. 

By now she was looking forward to surprising him. The 
path leading to the front door was a grass one and her 
steps made no sound. 

I bet he hasn’t locked up yet 1 she thought, and turning 
the door handle discovered that she was right. 

When she stepped across the threshold the hall was in 
darkness except for a shaft of light coming from the slightly 
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open door of the sitting-room. Stepping softly, Deborah 
was moving across to it when Barney’s voice cut across the 
silence with abrupt exasperation. 

“ It’s no earthly use going on this way ! If you can’t be 
patient-” 

“ Patient. When you’re driving me crazy-” 

In the darkness Deborah halted abruptly, clenched hands 
pressed against her breast. 

Even while she asked herself who that second voice with its 
concentration of bitterness and despair belonged to, she 
knew that she was only trying to pretend she did not know. 
How could it be possible that Clare, who was in bed at 
Hightarn, could be here with Barnaby ? And yet there was 
a girl in there with him—a girl who suddenly burst into a 
fury of heartbroken sobbing, raging between the sobs. 

“ You promised me—you promised that you were not 
going to marry her. You can’t—you can’t—you can’t! 
I’ll kill myself. I love you—I can’t live, if you-” 

With a frenzied gesture Deb pressed her hands over her 
ears and turning, stumbled back towards the front door. 
Half-way to it she stopped, telling herself contemptuously: 
You coward! What are you doing—Go back ! You've 
got to face it out - 

But though the words were so clearly in her mind the loud 
beating of her heart blurred them as once again she crossed 
the small hall. 

Inside the room Barnaby said, lowering his voice : “ For 
heaven’s sake be quiet! There’s someone there,” and then, 
as the door was pushed open and he found himself looking 
across into the wide, shocked eyes of the girl on the threshold: 

“ Great heavens 1 Deb ! ” and viciously to Clare who was 
clinging to him wildly : “ Let go, will you ! ” He flung her 
off and as she caught at a chair-back to steady herself 
Deborah exclaimed : 

“ Clare-1 ” 

For an instant the other girl stared at her unrecognisingly, 
and then, stopping crying as abruptly as she had started, her 
face hardened. 
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“ Oh ! so it’s you,” she said. “ Well—you’ve come at the 
right moment. It’s about time you knew-” 

“ Shut up ! ” Barnaby caught her shoulder viciously, 
and meeting his blazing eyes she shrank back as though he 
had dealt her a physical blow. In those moments the 
Barnaby either of the girls had ever known had vanished 
completely in a white-faced, viciously angry man all of whose 
charm had gone. But in a moment he had himself in hand, 
as still white with rage at the discovery which threatened 
even worse consequences than the present ones, he faced his 
fiancee, saying quietly: 

“ Clare couldn’t be more right, Deb—you have come at a 
—good moment. Now you are here you can tell her how 
useless all this is*” 

“ I don’t think I understand,” Deb told him coldly, 
looking from Clare’s face with its mingled expression of fear 
and defiance to the set mask of Bamaby’s. And then, as 
Clare swayed, putting a hand to her head: “ Take care— 
oh 1—she’s ill—she ought not to be here.” 

The humanity in her swamping everything else, Deb 
would have gone to her cousin, but the other girl waved ber 

back with a vindictive : ** Don’t touch me. I-” This 

time she would have fallen if Barnaby had not steadied her, 
though with no gentle touch. 

“ Sit down. You’re not going to faint!" There was no 
trace of sympathy in his voice or manner as he lowered her 
almost roughly into a chair beside the fireplace. Then, speak¬ 
ing over his shoulder : “ Let her be, Deb—I’ll get her some¬ 
thing.” He strode across to the sideboard to return immediately 
with a glass into which he had hastily poured some 
brandy. 

Putting it into Clare’s hand, his back to Deborah he bent 
down ostensibly guiding it to her mouth. Then lowering his 
voice so that only she could hear : 

Listen. Unless you take your cue now I’ve finished 
with you. I swear it I ” 

She looked at him dumbly, pushing the glass away, and 
blind to the tragic pleading in her eyes, he left her and went 
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back to Deborah who was standing still and very straight in 
the centre of the room. 

“ What am I going to say to you, Deb ? ” he asked. “ I shall 
look a cad either way, so—it had better be the truth you 
hear.” 

“ Yes—I think you had better explain.” Her voice and eyes 
were both expressionless and for the first time he, too, 
glimpsed a stranger, and knew that unless he could find some 
way through the barrier which had suddenly risen between 
them, he must say good-bye to all his hopes. And, charac¬ 
teristically, knowing how near he was to losing her, he wanted 
her more than he had ever done; to have any scruples now 
would have seemed to him the very height of folly. 

“ Look, dearest,” he raised his voice slightly so that no 
word would miss the girl who sat clutching the arms of her 
chair, staring before her, " / didn’t ask Clare to come here. 
And—though I hate to be crude—it is not the first time she 
has come uninvited. I’m sorry', but though 9he has appar¬ 
ently done me the honour of imagining herself in love with 
me, she knows perfectly well that I can’t return her feeling. 
I happen to be in love with you, and—I want to marry you. 
Please—please Deb,” his voice softened as he looked at her 
pleadingly, “ believe that. And, since I have failed, try to 
convince Clare how useless this is. Tell her that the last 
thing any man wants is to be pestered by a girl who means— 
nothing whatever to him.” 

With a stifled cry Clare got to her feet, but as his eyes held 
hers the burning words hovering on her lips died. Then, as 
a wave of that hatred which is bom of outraged love rushed 
over her, she burst out fiercely : 

“ Are you going to dare to say that it was all on my side ? 
Deb—do you believe that ? Ask him how much encourage¬ 
ment he gave me—ask yourself if I am the kind who would 
* pester ’ him, or any man, without any encouragement l 
Oh 1 of course he wants to marry you. But it’s only lately 
he has made up his mind, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Barnaby.” Deb looked straight at him. “ Isn’t she 
telling the truth ? ” 
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“ No. Oh ! ” he gave a half-shamed laugh. “ I don’t 
swear I was not ready to meet an—amusing flirtation half¬ 
way at the beginning. If I am to blame in that—you know 
how I felt about you, Deb. That you were absolutely out of 
reach; but I thought where—careless dalliance was con¬ 
cerned Clare and I were much of a type. I didn’t dream she 
would take the thing so seriously.” 

“ Well, you ought to have known it. What right had you 
to play with her heart, to make her unhappy?” Her head 
high, Deb marched across the room and putting her arm 
round her cousin, faced him, flushed and bright-eyed. 
“ Let's go home, Clare,” she said. “ You’ve been ill—- 
you’re terribly upset. Come back and go to bed, and— 
to-morrow we’ll talk.’’ 

Standing stiffly in the circle of that embracing arm Clare 
forced back the instinct to drag herself free ; that same 
instinct which made her almost physically sick with the desire 
to claw the lovely, sympathetic face near her own, to spit all 
the venom and hatred raging in her at the girl who had been, 
and still was, her untiring and loving benefactor. 

In that moment she did not know whether she hated 
Barnaby or Deborah most. And then, seeing his expression 
of blank amazement as he stared at Deborah, she lowered her 
eyes, suddenly wanting to laugh. 

If Barnaby had ever been capable of understanding Deb he 
would not have had such a shock at her reaction. In his 
experience women were only too ready to loathe each other 
when it came to a case of mutual interest in the same man ; 
that Deborah should actually be ready to throw the whole 
blame on him and still cherish Clare, was quite incredible—• 
but it frightened him. 

“ Dearest-” he stammered, “ don’t—begin to hate me. 

I’m—oh! well, ask Clare to tellyou when she feels calmer. I’m 
ready to admit I’m not blameless—I ought not to have encour¬ 
aged her for a moment while I loved someone else, but-” 

“ I don’t think we will talk about it any more now,” Deb 
told him with a new dignity and firmness that came very near 
to defeating him. “ Come, Clare dearest. Cousin Amabel 
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will be getting really worried; and—I don’t want her to 
know what has happened.” 

Clare allowed herself to be led from the room, taking 
vicious pleasure in Bamaby’s discomfort as she glanced at him 
sideways through her long lashes. 

He was at the front door before they reached it. 

“ Deb,” he said desperately. “ You’re going to under¬ 
stand ? I can come and see you to-morrow ? ” 

“ I—don’t know,” she answered. " I haven’t made up 
my mind what I’m going to do, Barney. Please—let us pass 
now. I’ll—telephone, or write.” 

Clare had already gone out into the night. He caught 
Deborah’s arm, holding her back. 

“ Darling ! I didn’t ask Clare to come here-” 

That, at least, was the truth and in a curious way she knew 
it as she looked up at him. Then .-“Doesitmatter? ’’sheasked. 

“ Of course it does. Deb—it will be the end if you give 
me the air. I don’t deserve it. And—Dominic.” 

“ You need not be afraid,” she said. “ I won’t tell 
Dominic. Good night, Barney.” 

There was no help for it, he had to let her go ; to trust that 
Clare—whom he did not trust at all—would remember his 
threat and take heed of it. 

Hearing the car drive away a few minutes later he cursed 
aloud. 

Clare ! The abominably unfair trick Fate had played on 
him! Barnaby blamed everything except himself, for the r uin 
which threatened all his carefully-built-up design for living. 


CHAPTER XVIII 
1 

O N the drive back to Hightam the girls did not exchange 
one word. When they reached the house Deborah 
drove round to the side door. She had a key to it among the 
others on her ring, and when she opened it Clare darted 
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ahead of her and disappeared up the back staircase. 

As Deborah entered the hail Mrs. Falcon came out of the 
library. 

“ Deb my dear I I almost roused Tom to go to lookfor you I ” 
she exclaimed. “ Does that old woman sit up all night ? ” 

“ It’s only just past eleven,” Deb told her. 

Cousin Amabel said : “ You sound tired out.” 

“ I am,” she admitted, thankful that only the lights above 
the hall fireplace were on, in case the ravages of this last hour 
had left their marks on her face. “ I’m going to bed right 
away.” She kissed her cousin’s cheek. " Good night, dear. 
No need for you to be up.” 

“I am just finishing a game of patience, I shall not be 
long, dear.” 

Mrs. Falcon went back into the library, as Deborah turned 
towards the stairs. 

She longed to go straight to her own room and shut herself 
away from everyone, but the memory of Clare’s tragic, 
ravaged face haunted her, and she knew that unless she could 
talk to her first there would be no rest for her. Yet when she 
reached Clare’s room she paused outside the door for a few 
moments, unable to bring herself to ask for admission. If 
she had dared leave that interview until the morning she 
would have done so, but her vivid imagination made her 
dread what Clare might do if she was left to brood by herself. 

But when Deb knocked on the door there was no reply. 
She tried again, more loudly, and Clare’s voice demanded 
sharply to know who was there. 

“ It’s me—Deb,” she answered. “ May I come in ? ” 
Without waiting for a reply she turned the handle, and with a 
thrill of relief felt the door yield beneath her hand. As 
she opened it Clare, who was coming towards it, stopped in 
the middle of the room. Her eyes, meeting Deb’s, were 
hostile, her voice hard as she said : 

“ If you don’t mind I would—rather be left alone to-night.” 

“ But, Clare dear, I can’t leave you without a word.” 
Deb closed the door and stood by it. “ Isn’t it better to 
talk it out now ? ” 
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“ Why ? ” asked Clare, in that same hard tone. “ What 
is there to talk about ? You heard what Barnaby said-” 

Yes, she had heard what Barnaby said, but somehow it did 
not satisfy her. Suddenly she wished desperately that she 
had not heard—but most of all she wished that he had not 
said it. The words that came echoing back to her most 

clearly were : “ I shall look a cad, anyway-” Shecouldnot 

help feeling that “cad” was the operative word; surely, surely 
he need not have been so—drastically outspoken. Then, her 
natural generosity asserting itself through that new cold anger, 
she reminded herself that self-preservation was the strongest 
law of nature, and after all he had been in a—beastly position. 

Watching her narrowly Clare thought: I can spoil every¬ 
thing for her—and for him ! Why don’t I do it; why don’t 
I tell her the whole truth ? 

She knew that she could make Deb believe her, and once 
that happened it would be the end of everything between 
those two. Deb’s sweetness, even her love, would not stand 
up against such utter disillusion. She would never forgive 
him for the double game he had been playing. 

Listening to him herself to-night she had felt that she hated 
him, but she still knew that if he were to carry out his threat 
—if she lost him altogether, that would be the end for her. 
Hating him or loving him, she could not live without him. 

“ Anyway,” she moved her hands in a gesture of hopeless 
frustration, “ I suppose we may as well face it. I fell in love 
with the man you are going to marry. I’ve made a complete 
nuisance of myself to him—I would have taken him away 
from you if I could have done—I’d still take him.” There 
was an odd relief in saying that. " And so,” she added, 
shrugging her shoulders, “ you’ve naturally finished with me.” 

“ Finished ,with you?” repeated Deb. “ Oh, Clare, how 
can you think I would do that ? If you’re in love with 
Barnaby it isn’t your fault. Falling in love isn’t always 
something we do because we want to. It just happens. 
If I—hadn’t been so selfishly wrapped up in my own affairs 
perhaps I should have guessed what was happening, and— 
and been able to help you. Of course I am not going to 
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let something that was beyond your control divide us. 
Why, you’re like my sister 1 ” 

If she had stormed, shown jealousy, some sign that she had 
been made to suffer, the girl who listened felt that she could 
have understood and—disliked her a little less. Clare, who 
had never understood Deb, told herself that she was only 
taking it like this because she was so triumphantly sure of 
herself. Deb knew that she had got Barnaby, and so she 
could afford to be magnanimous, to dare to pity the girl 
whom he had seemed to show so clearly meant nothing to him. 

The idea, born from the depths of her own dark nature, 
maddened her and she could have screamed aloud with sheer 
rage. Yet still she dared not give rein to her renewed instinct 
to spit the truth at her rival—-because of Barnaby’s threat. 

Unable to bear it a moment longer she rushed across and, 
flinging herself face downward on the bed, burst into tears of 
hysterical rage. 

“ Go away 1 ” she stormed. “ Leave me. I don’t want 
you to forgive me.” 

“ Clare—don’t,” cried Deb, “ please don’t 1 If you would 
only believe that all this will come right—you’ll get over it. 
My dear,” she sat on the edge of the bed, laying a hand on the 
other’s heaving shoulders, “ you’ll make yourself ill.” 

“ Leave me alone 1 Go away.” Clare thrust at her as she 
sat up, her face like a fiend’s, and when Deborah rose, 
instinctively drawing back, the other’s words tumbled 
furiously over each other. 

“ What do you know about love ? ” she demanded. 
*’ Oh ! you think you do ; you think it’s something neat and 
pretty and—oh ! so romantic. Love isn’t like that—it’s 
flame, and torture. Something that tears you in bits. But 
you’ve got everything—even the man I love. Do you hear ? 
I love him—love him—love him. Oh 1 of course you 
despise me, as he does. Go away—go away I ” 

Deb looked down at that writhing, sob-racked form with 
a mixture of horror and despair. 

Capable as she was of the strongest feelings, in spite of her 
propensity to fly off. the handle never in her life had she lost 
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control of herself; she would have died rather than turn 
herself inside out as Clare was doing, and though she crushed 
it back, faint disgust mingled with her pity. 

She said: “ I can’t leave you like this. I’ll go and get 
you some aspirin.” It sounded utterly futile when she longed 
so desperately to help. 

It was only when she got clear of the room that she knew 
the relief of escaping from something dark and frightening, 
and somehow—soiling; and thankful for action, raced to her 
own room. 

When she returned Clare was lying quite still, her face 
buried in the pillow. 

“ All right,” she said, without looking up. “ Put it on the 
table.” 

Deb hesitated. “ You will take it ? ” 

“ Yes. Please leave me alone.” 

There seemed nothing else to do, and with a last com¬ 
passionate look Deborah went, shutting the door behind her. 

Back in her own room she sank down into a chair. If all 
Clare’s rage had poured through her she could not have felt 
more spent. 

Leaning her head against the upholstered back of the chair 
she closed her eyes. 

Suddenly she knew that though she could forgive Clare 
—Clare who had missed all the things that would have helped 
her to know how to be happy—she would never forgive her¬ 
self. It was so easy to fall in love with Barnaby; hadn’t she 
herself done just that, and never rested until her romantic 
dream came true ? And because of that Clare was breaking 
her heart; almost worse—Dominic had been made unhappy. 

“ One dreams—and one wakes up” 

And because of a dream one must be alone all one’s life. 

As Dominic would be. As-- 

“ Oh! what have I done? ” Deb covered her face with her 
hands.“Ohl Dominic,” she whispered. “ What/woe I done? ” 

She could not answer that question. As yet she did not know 
the answer. She only knew that the whole bottom had fallen 
out of her world, and things would never be the same again. 
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II 

If Cousin Amabel had gone down to breakfast the next 
morning she would certainly have noticed the dark rings 
beneath Deborah’s eyes and the strained pallor of the girl’s 
face, which no amount of careful camouflaging had been 
able to hide. 

Bessie, who took in the breakfast herself that morning, 
noticed at once, and exclaimed : 

“ My ! Miss Deb, you look real peeked. Aren’t you 
well, love ? ” 

“ I’m all right, thanks,” Deb told her quickly. “ I’ve a 
slight headache, but I’ll go out and walk it off presently.” 

“ It’s all this heat and dryness,” said Bessie. “ We don’t 
want you laid up too, Mrs. Falcon says she’s got the 
rheumatics and is going to stop in bed, and Miss Brett’s got 
the headache too, and don’t want any breakfast. I think I’d 
better have doctor in to the lot of you.” 

“ Nonsense,” exclaimed Deb. “ Let Miss Brett rest. 
I’ll go and see Mrs. Falcon after breakfast.” 

When she went Cousin Amabel assured her there was 
nothing very wrong. “ I’ve just a touch of lumbago, dear, 
and I thought I would be lazy,” she said. 

When she left the older woman’s room Deborah half 
turned towards Clare’s, then deciding that perhaps it was 
better to leave her for a little while, she went upstairs again. 

During those hours of sleeplessness her mind had become 
chaotic. There were the things she wanted to forget, others 
that she wanted to ignore, and all the time a new frightening 
sense of loneliness grew in her. 

It gripped her now as she recrossed the hall and went into 
the library. If only she could have gone to Dominic and 
asked Iris advice. But he was the very last person she could 
confide in. She was certain he would say that if Bamaby 
had known how Clare felt he should have choked her off long 
ago. And—ought he not to have managed to do just that? 
How much encouragement had he given? He had admitted 
there had been some before he became engaged to herself. 
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How much ? Exactly how far had he encouraged Clare to 
fall in love with him ? 

Once that question would have brought her unutterable 
pain ; the very idea that he could have made love to another 
girl would have been torture, and yet last night her pain had 
been for Clare. It was strange that lying awake in the dark¬ 
ness she should have been able to think about the thing 
almost as if it was nothing to do with herself at all ; just 
something between Clare and Bamaby. 

She knew, of course, that girls did fling themselves at the 
heads of men who did not want them, but somehow Clare, 
with that extraordinary fierce pride of hers, didn’t seem to 
be the type who would. 

And Bamaby had known all the lime that he only had to 
ask her—Deborah—to marry him and she would say yes. 
Therefore—if he loved her, there was no need for him to fill 
in his time philandering with someone else. If he had done 
a lot of it it seemed both unkind to Clare and disloyal to 
herself—in fact more than a little caddish. 

Thinking of these things she failed to consider her own 
reactions. 

Clare had resented that she had not shown jealousy. Deb 
would have been dismayed to realise that she had not felt it; nor 
when she faced the possibility that Bamaby must be more than 
a little to blame, did her usual instant loyalty rise to excuse 
him. 

Perhaps that new, hard, cruelly outspoken man she had 
glimpsed last night—a man who certainly knew how to 
protect himself—came between her and the image of the 
Barnaby who needed someone else to fight his battles. 

She had hardly shut the library door when it opened again 
and Dominic walked in. 

“ Dominic I ” She did not know why her heart should 
leap in that disquieting way, or his sudden appearance 
bring that sense of shock, that sharp piercing pain and re¬ 
newed sense of guilt. Was it because she had felt those 
things lying awake last night—when they had almost made 
her forget everything except what she had done to him ? 
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Clare—and Dominic. But in that moment she almost 
forgot Clare. 

He was much too intuitive where she was concerned not to 
realise that she was upset, but he entirely mistook the reason. 
She had been expecting Barnaby and was disappointed ! 

He wondered abruptly if he would ever be able to see those 
two together without the searing sense of his own loss which 
even thinking of them together gave him. It was all very 
well to set out to cure a weakness, but when the “ weakness ” 
was the strongest thing in you, the dominating note of your 
whole life, when to eradicate it would be to tear your heart 
up by its roots- 

And yet his voice and manner were both natural when he 
greeted her: “ Hello, Deb—forgive me turning up like a 
bad penny, but Barnaby asked me to let you know that he has 
had to go to Appleby and won’t be back until late. He had 
breakfast with me. We were—making arrangements.” 

Barnaby could easily have telephoned her. She was 
suddenly sure that he had meant to avoid seeing her to-day, 
that he was putting off the evil hour when she might want to 
talk at more length about what had happened last night. 

It was like Barnaby; he always avoided disagreeable things 
as long as possible ! The acidity in the thought would have 
shocked her if she had stopped to consider; she would have 
been more surprised to discover that as far as any reaction of 
hers went, apart from an irritation such as she had never con- 
sciouslyfeltregardinghim, Barnaby mighthavebeenastranger. 

Was she more angry with him than she realised ? More 
distrustful ? 

“ Come and sit down,” she invited. “ Will you smoke ? ” 

“ My pipe, if I may ? ” Dominic took the briar from his 
pocket, holding it up. 

“Yes, do.” 

She helped herself to a cigarette, wondering unhappily if 
she would ever feel quite at ease with him again. Had their 
old companionship been quite destroyed ? And once more 
she knew, without trying to avoid the knowledge, that if it 
had been, Barnaby was to blame. 
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“ Here you are, Deb.” Dominic was beside her, offering 
his cigarette lighter. She accepted the light and, looking up, 
met his old reassuring smile. 

She said, with that new uncertainty : “ Do sit down,” and 
as he seated himself again : “ Why did Bamaby have to go 
to Appleby ? ” 

“ Some friend who is staying there—I rather gathered you 
knew all about it.” 

“ Not a glimmer.” 

He frowned slightly. “ No doubt he would have ex¬ 
plained if he could have got through, but there’s something 
wrong with your telephone, is there not ? ” 

“ Not that I know of,” said Deb in surprise. “ I think I 
heard Bessie talking on it earlier.” 

“ He said he could not get through,” Dominic told 
her. 

In the act of sitting down she straightened, and going 
across to the desk, picked up the instrument putting it to her 
ear. Then: “ Nothing wrong with that," she told him, 
replacing it. 

“ It was probably just a temporary fault,” said Dominic 
quickly. “ Anyhow, it gave me an excuse for coming in—if 
I am not holding you up there are one or two things I want 
to talk to you about. I shan't have another opportunity this 
week, and on Saturday I am going down to London for a few 
days to do some business there which must be seen to before 
I go away.” 

“ Then you—are going to Bermuda ? ” It seemed a 
superfluous question. Only yesterday he had told her he 
was going; there was no reason why he should have changed 
his mind since then. Looking down at the tip of her cigarette 
she was conscious of a sudden dull ache—an ache which 
began at her heart and seemed to go right through her. 

She could not imagine the village without Dominic. 

“ But of course you won’t be gone very long,” she said. 

There was a moment’s pause before he answered. “ That 
depends.” 

“ But you said—only for a few months ! ” 
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“ It might be longer,” he said. " That’s what I was talk¬ 
ing to Barney about. As you probably realise, Deb, I don't 
want things to be altered at Silverburn. I want them to go on 
in the same way—the house to be opened up again at Easter.” 

“ Easter. But you’ll be back before Easter ? Dominic,” 
suddenly she was too frightened to attempt to hide it, “ you’re 
—not thinking of staying away—altogether ? ” 

“ Certainly not altogether,” he told her quietly. “ But, 
if something I am thinking of arranging out there comes off— 
certainly for a year. If I—should decide to stay longer, my 
idea is to make some arrangement for you and Barnaby to 
go and live in the house, probably to make ourselves into a 
sort of limited company—the three of us. Would you be 
willing-” 

“ But I’m not married to Barnaby yet.” She had not in 
the least meant to say that, and hearing the words gave her a 
little shock. 

“ You are not going to keep him waiting a year, my dear ? ” 
asked Dominic. “ And when you marry—well, had you 
decided to go on living here ? ” 

“ I hadn’t thought about it—I suppose I took it for granted. 

This is my home-” 

“ And Silverburn is Barnaby’s——” 

As if he had not spoken she said .unable to control the catch in 
hervoice:“ You can’t stay away at Christmas. Doyourealise 
that you have never spent a Christmas away from Helmmere 

since the war ? It—it wouldn’t seem like Christmas-” 

How very young she was still! It might have been the 
child Deb who had gone gathering holly with him, and had 
eagerly inspected the grove of fir trees from which the 
Christmas trees were cut each year, to decide with him which 
were the most suitable. Mixed with the twisting pain in 
his heart his love for her seemed almost unbearable. 

Turning to stub out the end of her cigarette Deborah was 
conscious of the sting of unshed tears against her eyelids. 
She kept them back determinedly, and trying to smile across 
at him found him watching her. 

She looked away again, suddenly frightened to meet his 
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eyes—scared of something she did not understand the 
strength of, but which she knew instinctively stemmed from 
that new blank feeling of loneliness encompassing her. 

Then he said, cheerfully : “ Things will go on just the 
same, you know. Barney will have to take charge of the 
usual celebrations, and you must help him. After all, I 
should expect you both to be there if I were home.” 

“ Yes. I am sure that—Barnaby will do his best.” For 
some undefinable reason she could not say “ we 

There was a brief silence, and when he spoke again it was 
on a different subject. He seemed relaxed and at ease loung¬ 
ing back in the deep chair where through the years he had 
sat so often that she had always taken it as a matter of course 
he should sit in no other when he was here. In her turn 
she found herself watching him and noting every line of 
his face : the strong handsome, though not altogether 
regular profile, the way his hair grew, the wide-apart, deeply- 
set eyes beneath their rather heavy brows ; she knew that 
she would still see him there when he had gone, and—miss 
the reality of him. And yet she knew also that however 
much she had tried to shut her eyes to it, things were different 
between them—even during these last hours. And she 
knew that whatever she forgave Barnaby now or in the future, 
she would never quite forgive him that unnecessary cynical 
revelation. 

“ He happens to be in love with you himself -” 

But that was all over now; something that belonged to the 
past. 

Unknown to her the silence had lasted several minutes 
when, bending towards her, Dominic asked : 

“ Deb, is there anything the matter ? Are you—un¬ 
happy ? Or—not well ? ” 

“ No—I’m quite all right,” she assured him. 

“ You look very pale.” 

She shook her head, but with his question it all rushed 
back on her. If only she could tell him how worried she 
was about Clare, Without involving Barnaby she knew she 
could not possibly do that, and that he would think Barnaby 
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to blame was inevitable; besides, he had never liked Clare. 
“ Why should I be unhappy ? ” she asked. And then, 
trying to laugh : “ You don’t expect me to be altogether 
delighted at the idea of you going to foreign climes ? ” 

“ Nonsense 1 You’ll have plenty of compensation.” He 
rose rather abruptly. “ I must get off now—oh ! do you 
mind if I ring Wilson ? I shan’t be back to lunch and I’m 
expecting a telephone call he must see to.” 

“ Of course. I’ll wait outside.” 

“ Good heavens, you needn’t go—it’s nothing private,” 
But she was already out of the room. 

He found her waiting by his car, and once again her pallor 
struck him. Then she called his attention laughingly to 
Mr. Micawber who, perched on the terrace coping, was now 
and then putting out a dangerous but dignified paw to ward 
off the attentions of the Boxer puppy who was trying des¬ 
perately to jump up to him. 

There was no sign of laughter on Deb’s face, though, when 
Dominic had driven away and she stood staring at the empty 
drive. She told herself that she was being abominably selfish; 
whatever Dominic might have said he was going away 
because of her—and Barnaby. And if he didn’t come back— 

Her thought broke as the puppy ran forward barking and 
making runs at a boy who was coming up the drive—keeping 
in the shadow of the trees. 

“ Come here, yqu bad dog,” Deb called, but as yet the 
pup was not even twenty per cent, obedient, and as by now it 
was yapping and snapping at the stranger’s ankles, she ran 
across to catch hold of it. 

She recognised the boy—he was about ten or eleven—as 
belonging to a family who had only just come to the village, 
and were living in the newly-erected council houses which, 
after considerable argument, had been tucked carefully away 
up a turning off the Keswick road. 

“ It’s all right,” Deborah assured him. “ He’s only a 
pup—he won’t bite. You’re Harry Davis, aren’t you ? ” 

“ Yes, miss.” Harry Davis looked scared. “ Please 
where’s the back door ? ” 
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“ You ought to have come the other way round,” she told him. 
“But go right on, and round that path. Who do you want?” 

“Missus Wilson, please miss, and I wasn’t to see nooneelse.” 

Deb raised her brows, glancing at the envelope this shy 
young messenger was clutching. She would have fun teasing 
Bessie about receiving clandestine love-letters I 

“ Well, you’ll find her at the back,” she said. “ She’s 
baking cakes—I expect you’ll get one-” 

Harry grinned unexpectedly, and was about to run off 
when the letter flew out of his hand and landed literally at 
Deb’s feet. She stooped and picked it up, glancing 
mechanically down at the by now decidedly grubby envelope. 

For a long moment she stared at it, until she was nudged 
gently. 

“ Please miss—I promised no one else should read that. 
It’s for Mrs. Wilson—and it’s private.” 

Deb looked up with a start, meeting young Harry’s anxious 
eyes. Then: 

“ O.K.,” she said. “ You’d better give it to her quickly. 
And tell her to take it up—and put it under Miss Brett's 
door. That—Miss Deborah said so.” 

Leaving the boy to run off she turned back to the house. 
Her heart was beating so much it made her feel sick—for it 
seemed to echo the question hammering at her mind. 

Why was Bamaby writing to Clare, and sending the note 
to be delivered surreptitiously at the back door ? 


CHAPTER XIX 

1 

B ack in the library Deborah stood looking unseeingly 
at the book-cases on the wall opposite. 

What could be the meaning of it ? 

She had never in her life read a letter meant for someone 
else, but just for a moment she had been terribly tempted to 
keep that note. 
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That was not Deb’s way, though ; nevertheless she knew 
that she intended to find out. She would ask Barnaby 
outright why he had written, and what it was about. 

And then it was exactly as if inside her the voice of quite 
a new Deb spoke. “ You don’t think he would tell you the 
truth, do you ? ” 

Had either he or Clare told the truth last night? Had 
Clare really gone to his house unasked, and—how often had 
she been there ? 

For the first time the actual wordsDeborah had heard spoken 
as she stood in the darkened hall came clearly back to her: 

“ It’s no earthly use going on this way. If you can’t be 
patient -” 

“ Patient ! When you’re driving me crazy -” 

In all that happened afterwards she had forgotten those 
two sentences which suddenly leapt back at her with the 
frightening vividness of lightning. 

Why had Barnaby, who swore Clare was pestering him 
with unwanted importunities, told her to be “ patient ” ? 
Last night she had wondered how a girl with Clare’s pride 
could fling herself at a man whom she knew did not want her. 
And if he didn’t want her, why was he keeping in touch— 
in secret touch with her ? 

Groping for the desk chair Deb pulled it out and sat down. 

In the confusion of her mind she still knew one thing as 
clearly as both Barnaby and Clare knew it. She would 
never forgive him if he had really made Clare believe at any 
time that he cared for her, and then thrown her over because 
he wanted to marry her—Deb. If he had played even the 
shadow of a double game she was through. 

But supposing it was her fault ? Supposing she had made 
it so clear that she loved him ? “ Of course he wouldn’t 
have looked at me while you were round—you’ve got 
money. You can give him everything.” That was what 
Clare had flung at her. 

If she broke her engagement, that would be the end of every¬ 
thing between Barney and Dominic, The end of all Barney’s 
hopes about Silverburn. Why had he been so insistent in 
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the first place about not announcing their engagement ? 

Oh ! I’m going crazy 1 she thought. I've no right to 
suspect him, 

No right, but so much reason- 

No ! No ! With a despairing gesture she threw out her 
hand, and as it came down on the desk her fingers closed 
on something lying there. 

She lifted it mechanically and looking at it found she was 
holding Dominic’s pipe, which he had put down beside the 
telephone and forgotten, 

As she stared at it lying on her palm, it faded, giving place 
to the picture of its owner, as she had so often seen him with 
it clenched between his teeth—as she would so often see 
him—when he was far away. Dominic who—no matter 
how she fought with him—had always been there. And now 
he would not be there any more, and she knew she could 
not bear it. Barnaby, Clare, Cousin Amabel—no one could 
fill the blank Dominic would leave. If everyone else went, 
and he was still beside her- 

So much could happen in a year—even a month; a day; 
an hour. Planes and ships; the sea; tire air; the very earth 
so full of frightening possibilities that might keep a traveller 
from ever returning. And if Dominic did not come back— 
she would miss him all her life, and no one would fill his place. 

No one- 

Holding his pipe against the frightened throbbing of her 
heart, her lips formed the words. And in one blinding 
flash she knew not only the meaning of them, but of all her 
restless pain, of the sense of something missing, something 
gone wrong. She might try in panic to shut her mind against 
it and partially succeed, but she could no longer shut her 
heart—her foolish, obstinate heart that had been so 6ure whom 
it wanted, and now knew too late the mistake it had made. A 
young girl’s heart set on a starlit dream, passionately, loyally 
fighting a lost cause. But hearts grew up, and starshine can 
be a very pale thing beside the spendid sunlight of real love. 

Suddenly Christina Rossetti’s sad, haunting lines were 
running through her mind : 
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“ Life and the world, and mine own self 
Are changed, for a dream’s sake-” 

n 

One dreamt—and one woke up, leaving the dream behind. 

Deborah had never thought such a thing could happen to 
her, or that waking from the dream which had beglamoured 
her heart all these years, could bring such devastating shock. 

Deb was a romantic, but like all true romantics she had a 
streak of realism in her, and she did not shrink from facing 
the truth now that she recognised it. 

She blamed herself bitterly for going on clinging to a mirage 
glimpsed by a girl of seventeen through the illusion of her first 
kiss—while all the time the reality was there close beside her. 

The irony of it was that it had been Barnaby who had first 
shown her her mistake—though, she thought contemp¬ 
tuously, I was too stupid to understand it. Yet the fact 
remained that from the moment Barnaby had told her 
Dominic loved her, uncertainty had stirred in her, but she 
had refused to recognise it. And now she was adrift in a 
very sea of uncertainties. 

Her mistrust of Barnaby and Clare could so easily be 
wishful thinking on her part; the very thought shamed her. 
It was terrible to want to break her engagement, but was 
that not exactly what she wanted to do ? 

To Deb her given word had always been her bond, and 
3he knew, first, that unless she was faced with incontrovertible 
proof of Bamaby’s treachery and guilt where Clare was 
concerned, she could not ever ask for freedom from the bond 
which she herself had so determinedly forged; second, that 
the last thing he would ever want to do was to give her her 
freedom. Again she reminded herself there was too much 
at stake for him. 

And Dominic. Even if he still wanted her Dominic would 
be the'last person in the world to agree to her breaking the 
engagement, unless Barnaby was so blackened in his estima¬ 
tion mat there was a complete split between them. 
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And would he still want her ? 

Whatever happened, she decided, she must not let the 
household guess anything was wrong. Thank goodness 
Cousin Amabel was staying in her room ! Deb was even 
more thankful Clare had decided to keep to hers. 

She would go for a ride, a thing she seemed to have done 
far too seldom this summer. 

While she waited for old Jim to saddle her mare Brown 
Betty, the groom told her : “ Weather’s changing. Miss Deb. 
I don’t doubt it wull rain before night.” 

Deb looked from the sharp clearness of the mountains to the 
bank of gathering cloud above their heads. “ Do you know, 
Jim, I believe rain would be a pleasant change,” she said. 

“ Well—we could do with it,” the old man agreed. 
“ Land’s fair parched with all this dryness.” 

But it was not the land she was thinking of; somehow the 
idea of weeping skies fitted in better with her present mood 
which the sunshine seemed to mock. 

She took the road which wound behind the village, a less 
steep way than any other in the immediate neighbourhood, 
but the mare, who had no unquiet thought, or gnawing 
^heartache to spoil her life, enjoyed the ride more than her 
young mistress did. 

It was lunch time when Deb got back ; she went in at the 
side door and encountered Annie carrying a luncheon tray 
covered with a spotless white napkin. 

“ I’m just taking Miss Brett something to eat,” she said. 
” She wouldn’t touch breakfast.” 

“ She must eat something,” said Deb. " Do try and 
persuade her, Annie. I must change.” 

She felt guiltily that she ought to go and see Clare. 
Perhaps Clare would rather she did not, or was she—Deb 
—just excusing her own distaste at the thought of their 
meeting ? But though she was sure it was unkind, and— 
perhaps ungenerous of her, she felt that she just could not 
face Clare then. 

Neither could she bring herself to go to Clare’s room after 
lunch. While she was riding she had made up her mind to 
T-f 
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demand that Clare should tell her the whole story—the 
uncompromising truth about her connection with Barnaby, 
But when it came to it she felt that she could not. First she 
ought to see Barnaby again. And meanwhile she must not 
let herself suspect his good faith like this. After all, he 
had owned that he was partly to blame. . .. 

Putting down her coffee cup she suddenly felt the house 
was unbearable. She must get out in the air again—keep 
moving; anything to escape her crowding thoughts. 

If only there was someone she could talk to—confide in. 
Then she thought of Betsy-Anne. Betsy-Anne who had 
known them all since they were children, whose unfailin g 
good sense and sympathy had solved so many minor pro¬ 
blems. 

This was anything but a minor problem, and perhaps she 
wouldn’t be able to bring herself to speak of it. But just to be 
with Betsy-Anne suddenly seemed the most desirable thing. 

Telling Bessie she was going for a walk and would pro¬ 
bably have tea at Crag Farm, she set out. 

The day was very overcast now, but ignoring the weather 
Deb tramped on, taking a road which led up between the 
mountains, and so by a devious roundabout brought her to 
the farm just about four o’clock. 

There a disappointment awaited her. Betsy-Anne, who 
seldom went farther than the village, had driven over with 
her husband to spend the day with a niece and nephew who 
lived near Bassenthwaite. 

Janey, who was alone in the house, welcomed Deb with 
open arms, affirming that her mother would be disappointed 
—for Deb had not paid them a visit since her birthday, but 
that she, Janey, couldn’t have been more pleased to see her. 
She had just been going to make a cup of tea, and here was 
Deb to share it. 

Deb liked Janey a lot, and the older girl’s warm-hearted 
hospitality was somehow very comforting. Apart from that, 
the Very atmosphere of the big, spotless kitchen with the 
great, old-fashioned dresser filled with china, and the copper 
kettle singing on the gleaming black stove, seemed to wrap 
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her round with an affection—a feeling of being wanted that, 
with that new lost loneliness on her, she sorely needed. 

Though Deb had no thought of confiding her troubles— 
and realised now that she would probably not have said a 
word to Betsy-Anne if she had found her at home—it was 
soothing to sit there in the big rocking-chair with its patch- 
work cushions and drink tea, and gossip. She found herself 
laughing with her companion who had a marvellous sense of 
humour, but when she rose to go and Janey was seeing her 
off at the door, the first wrong note was struck. 

“ What’s this about Mr. Dominic going abroad ? ” 
Janey asked. “ You could have knocked me back when 
Uncle George told us.” 

“ He is—going to visit a friend in Bermuda,” said Deb. 

“ So uncle said. But can you imagine the village without 
him up at Silverbum ? Uncle’s reet upset,” said Janey, 
dropping into the homely speech. Then, as her visitor made 
no reply, she added quickly : “ Of course Mr. Barnaby will 
be in charge, and things will go on the same. Maybe you’ll 
be married by the time he comes back.” 

“ I—don’t think so. Look, Janey,” said Deb hastily, 
“ it’s going to pour. It’s a wonder the rain’s kept off so long. 
I must fly.” 

“ And you’ve no umbrella. I’d better get you one.” 

" No thanks—I hate the things. Thanks for my tea and 
love to your mother.” With a wave of her hand Deb 
hurried down the hilly path which wound steeply down to 
what was known as the Low Road. Running along the foot 
of the big mountain, it was the shortest way back to Hightam 
House, while a turning off it led straight up between the 
hills to Hightam itself, that quiet sheet of water which was 
hidden from view until one reached the flat pocket in which it 
lay, and was almost on it. 

Although it gave its name to her home Deb had never 
really liked the tarn, and it was only when friends were staying 
with her and wanted to see it that she ever went there. 

The weather had completely changed by now 5 die sky 
was heavily overcast, the air heavy and still. 
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Deb rather liked the change, though. She swung along, 
trying to keep her mind on her tea-time conversation with 
Janey. By this time of the day there was seldom anyone to 
be met on this road. Sometimes a lorry travelling northward 
took it by mistake and pursued it until it joined the upper 
road—having gone seven miles out of its way. Apart 
from Crag Farm, there was not another dwelling on it—unless 
a derelict cottage which had been empty for years counted. 

So that, turning the bend which brought the fork of the 
road into sight, Deb was surprised to see a car parked near 
the left bank where a path led up to the tarn. Surely, she 
thought, no one was going up to the tarn at this time on an 
evening like this ? 

And then, reaching the car, she realised with a shock 
that it belonged to her. 

What on earth was the estate car doing here ? She 
stopped and turned, instinctively glancing upward. 

She had eyes like a hawk’s, and even in the greyness 
which the clouds now made into premature twilight she 
saw the figure climbing the mountainside some way above 
her, and recognised it. 

Clare ! What was Clare doing out, leaving her bed, this 
time with no human contact to make, but—to climb a 
mountain alone ? 

In a moment Deborah’s vivid imagination was working. 
She remembered that she had not been near her cousin 
all day, and the state Clare had been in when she left her, 
and thought: How could I not go to her ! 

Clare would have lain there brooding, facing her misery 
and Barnaby’s callous rejection of her. Clare—with her 
fierce, wild, undisciplined temperament and her unwanted 
love and bitterness to drive her on. 

Standing there, her hands against her breast, Deb suddenly 
saw, not that climbing figure, but the still sheet of water 
in the lonely fold of the mountains, and panic gripped her. 

Cupping her hands to her mouth, she sent out a prolonged 
cooee, and as the other girl gave no sign of having heard, 
she called with all her strength : 
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“ CLARE—Cla-a-r-e!” 

The wind carried her voice away, and she realised that 
it would be impossible to attract Clare’s attention, or that 
even if she did it might only make her go on the more 
determinedly, if she knew she had been seen. 

Cold common sense said that Clare knew that path well. 
While Deb detested the tarn Clare had always said she liked 
it, and more than once had been warned that it would be 
both unpleasant and dangerous to be caught up there if 
one of those sudden mists common to the mountain were 
to come up. She always said she was capable of taking 
care of herself, that she had learned to know that particular 
part so well she could do it blindfold. 

But in those moments it was not the mountain, the weather, 
or the risks of both that were in Deb’s mind. 

Clearly as a picture thrown on a cinema screen she saw 
the other girl reaching the top, turning along the dangerously 
narrow path with a deep drop on one side of it, reaching 
the level ground, and the sheet of still, dark water. . . . 

Used to climbing all her life, fleet as a mountain deer, 
and in marvellous condition, she turned from the road at a 
run and began to climb. 


CHAPTER XX 
1 

T he road up the mountain from this side was hardly more 
than a sheep path, rough and slippery in places. 
Before she was half-way up Deb had lost sight of her cousin. 
Then, as she found herself on the part where it became a mere 
shelf, she saw Clare again—considerably ahead. Deb was 
breathless by now; in any case it would have been dangerous 
if Clare had been startled, or turned suddenly at her call. 

Once there had been a ghyll at this part; it had dried 
up long ago and only remained in the memory of the old 
people. But the bed of the wide stream it had fed was 
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still there. In very wet weather the bed filled up, but now 
it was just a bed of stones over which rocks, some of them 
wide enough for two or three people to stand on, jutted. 

Without looking down, her heart beating quickly, and 
the strange silence of the place beginning to have an effect 
on her already overstrung nerves, Deb went on as fast as 
she could, and reaching the end of the path stepped on to 
the flattish plateau of rough grass, beyond which the tarn lay. 

There on the edge of the water Clare stood, still as a 
statue, looking into it. 

With a rush Deb reached her side. 

“ Clare ! Are you crazy ? ” she demanded breathlessly. 

Clare turned swiftly, staring in amazement. 

“ What on earth are you doing here ? ” she demanded. 

" Where the dickens did you come from ? ” 

“ I saw you from the road,” Deb explained. " I shrieked 
my lungs out at you. Why ever have you come here, 

Clare ? Come home—quickly. Please-” She laid a 

pleading hand on the other’s arm—a hand which was also 
strong as it closed gently but very firmly. 

For a moment Clare stared at her, then she burst into a 
mocking, derisive laugh. 

" What’s the matter with you, Deb ? ” she asked. “ Did 
you think I was going to drown myself ? ” 

Deb flushed, looking at her levelly. “ Why did you come 
here, Clare ? As late as this, and-” 

“ It’s not very late,” Clare interrupted curtly. “ I wanted 
to be alone, if you must know. I’ve thought out—quite a 
lot of problems up here.” 

Deb sighed. “ You are an odd girl.” 

“ I’ve told you often that lam. You have been warned l ” 
Clare shrugged her shoulders with a half-laugh. “ Anyway, ' 
I felt—restless. But if you don’t hurry you’re going to be 
very late for dinner. Go down the other way ; it’s an easier 
descent.” 

“ It’s a mile farther round,” Deb protested. “ But for 
goodness’ sake let’s go—it’s getting misty. We don’t want / 
to be caught up here.” f 
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“ I don’t mind," said Clare. “ I was once. I was sitting 
by the tarn and before I knew what was happening the mist 
just blanketed the place. I knew I’d probably walk into 
the water, so I just stayed put. It cleared off in a few hours 
and no one ever knew how near I was to being lost on the 
mountain. I got a dickens of a cold afterwards, though.’’ 
Her laugh sounded genuinely amused. 

Deb looked at her in horror. “ You might have died 
from exposure. Dreadful things can happen in mists.” 

“ Then let’s go before this one gets us,” suggested Clare. 
“ I suppose I shall have to come with you. What a silly 
you were to come rushing up after me.” 

She slipped an arm through Deborah’s, leading her across 
the plateau. Deb felt half ashamed of the impulse to free 
herself from that touch. It was not so much revulsion as 
a sudden odd fear of the other girl which gripped her—a 
fear which she could not possibly have accounted for. 

There was so much to be said between them, but this 
was not the time or the place to say it. 

They had reached the slope and began their descent in 
silence ; Clare had let go of her cousin’s arm now and was 
just behind her. It was not so rough here, but more 
slippery ; boulders and tree stumps and frequent patches 
of scree bordered their way, with here and there a crevasse. 
By now the mist had deepened all round them, coming up 
with that terrifying abruptness which was frightening to 
even the most experienced native climber who knew every 
inch of the way, and which only too often proved fatal to 
the stranger. Yet where the girls were it was still almost clear. 

“ If we get beyond the old thorn tree we’ll be all right,” 
said Deb. “ We’ve only got to keep straight then and,” 
she laughed rather uncertainly, “ there’s nowhere to fall over.” 

The thorn tree was but a stump standing on the edge of 
a not very deep but quite dangerous bowl between the 
rocks. It was still possible for them to see it, and then 
with the abruptness of a falling curtain it was blotted out, 
and Deb found herself unable to see an inch before hear. 
She stopped dead with an exclamation of dismay. 
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“ Clare ! We’ll never get down ! ” she exclaimed. 

“ Of course we will. Don’t be silly—give me your 
hand-” 

“ I can’t find you-” 

“ Here ! ” As she groped around her Clare’s hand met 
hers, closing on it firmly. “ I thought you knew all about 
climbing, Deb,” she said, a note of derision in her tone. 
“ Surely you don’t lose your nerve in a little mist. We’ve 
only got to keep straight on down.” 

Deb knew it was not as easy as that; nothing was easier 
than to be completely lost in that eddying cloud surrounding 
them. However, there was nothing to be done except take 
Clare’s advice, and hand in hand they continued forward. 

The mist swayed round them like festoons of grey chiffon, 
thinning in places and then becoming deeper. She could 
feel the dampness of it hanging in her hair and on her 
eyelashes, and she said, with absolute sincerity : 

“ I’m glad I came, though—if you’d been caught in this 
alone-” 

“ It wouldn’t have mattered-” Clare spoke softly and 

clearly. “ Don’t be a hypocrite, Deb. You might have 
had me out of the way for good and all—no rival to fear.” 

“ Don’t, Clare ! ” Deb exclaimed. 

“ You do fear a rival, don’t you ? ” Clare asked, as still 
holding her companion’s hand she slid forward. Then 
abruptly Deb felt her arm jerked and they were brought 
up short. Clare said : “ It’s all right—there’s a rock here 
—let’s stay by it. I think we’re a bit off the track—wait 
and see if the mist thins and we can get our bearings.” 

There seemed nothing else to do, and aware of the other 
girl breathing beside her, Deb allowed herself to be drawn 
forward until she encountered a solid substance against 
which she braced herself. 

Close to her Clare’s soft voice continued with a new, 
almost menacing note in it: “ You don’t really believe you 
haven’t got a rival, Deb. You know that I shall always be 
there—loving Bamaby. Will you ever be quite sure that 
-—no matter what he says—he doesn’t return it a little ? ” 
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“ Clare, please don’t. For heaven’s sake-” Deb 

broke off as for a moment the curtain of mist thinned, then 
drew together again. “ Let’s—go on,” she said. 

In that instant Clare had glimpsed, cooler and therefore 
quicker sighted than her companion, the dim, stunted out¬ 
line of the blasted tree, and she spoke the exact truth when 
she said : 

“ I know where we are now. Come on, you won’t need 
to worry for long.” And then : “ No—this way.” 

“ Are you sure ? ” asked Deb. “ If those are the rocks 
above the tree we should keep absolutely to the right.” 

“ We are doing—come on.” 

One instant Clare's hand was still on hers, the next she 
was free, groping to regain it. 

“ Clare I ” she called. “ Clare—where are you ? ” 

*' I’m here-” 

“ Give me-” With a cry Deb felt her feet go from 

beneath her as she fell sideways, and then she was rolling 
into what seemed infinity. 

She landed in a crumpled heap, one foot under her, and, 
half stunned, lay still. Only one part of her mind seemed 
alive—a burning spot which told her beyond all doubt, not 
that she had tripped and fallen in the usual way, but that 
purposeful, determined hands had thrust her out into space. 

Then with a sheet of flame before her eyes she lost 
consciousness. 


II 

Up above Clare stood quite still, the wild, half-triumphant 
beating of her heart deafening her—her mind racing 1 

No one asked her to come up. .. . Why didn't the Utile fool 
leave me alone ? . . . It's not a very deep pocket — she’s got a 
chance. ... As much chance as I have ; I’ll probably never 
get down, . . , 

And then, gripped by a fear which seemed to lend her 
wings, she was groping her way forward again, sliding, 
clutching at the bare earth, falling and pulling herself up 
again—panicked by the knowledge of what she had left 
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behind her, as terrified as though the phantom of her sudden 
mad impulse to rid herself of the girl she hated, who stood 
between her and all she wanted most, was pursuing her. 

in 

Conscious that she was wet to the skin, of a searing pain 
in her right foot, and a throbbing in her head like a hundred 
hammers, Deborah, lying in the hollow where an unexpected 
tangle of bramble bushes had stopped her fall, opened her 
eyes. 

She would never know how long she had Iain there; 
the knowledge that she had lost consciousness through the 
impact of her head against some hard substance was very 
vague in her slowly awakening mind. 

She put up a gingerly hand, thrusting herself away from 
the dead wood against which she had fallen. The move¬ 
ment sent a shaft of agony through her, but she managed to 
turn over and then gradually to struggle to a sitting position. 

Slowly the mist which enshrouded her mind cleared, 
helping her to realise that the other mist now only hung 
in a faint haze on the mountainside, while above in the 
night sky stars glimmered. She tried to see her wrist- 
watch, but even if she had been able to it would have been 
useless, for it had stopped. But she was sure it must be 
really late ; she had been unconscious for hours. 

Surely by now they would have missed her at home—sent 

out to search for her ? If Clare had got back-- Her 

breath caught and suddenly she was shivering, not only 
with the chill damp of the night, but with the dreadful 
memory of the girl who had surely left her here to die. 

It couldn’t be true—it couldn’t! she told herself wildly. 
It must have been an accident—Clare had slipped, fallen 
against her, and, of course, been unable to reach her in the 
mist. If Clare had got home she would have sent help. 

But supposing they had searched and—not found her ? 
It was easy to miss anyone as she had been, hidden down 
here—unconscious, And perhaps Clare had never got 
home—perhaps something awful had happened to her- 
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And such a little way off lay the road—winding safely 
towards the village and the blessed warmth and help of 
living habitation. 


IV 

Deborah told herself that above all she must not panic— 
must think of this as one of those accidents which happened 
to visitors who came to conquer the mountains. The Crag 
could be dangerous, but it wasn’t like some of the other 

lakeland peaks—the Helm or Helveliyn, or- Besides, 

she was so near the bottom of it. If she shouted loud 
enough, surely she would not even have to wait for Clare’s 
return—someone was bound to hear her. She crushed 
back the knowledge that at this hour even the village road 
was often completely deserted. 

Raising her voice, she shouted with all the strength left 
her for help, but the sound of her own cry thrown back 
to her again only seemed to emphasise the silence. 

She shouted until she was hoarse and exhausted with her 
efforts, and still there was no sign of an answer. 

No one knew better than Deborah did the danger of 
spending a night without shelter on the mountainside. 

I can’t stay herel she told herself. I must get out of 
this somehow. Perhaps she could have done it if it had 
not been for her injured ankle, but with that it was a physical 
impossibility. 

Oh 1 where was Clare ? Why had she left her like this ? 
If only someone would come- 

I mustn’t go to sleep 1 Deb thought—whatever happens, 
I must not go to sleep. And then suddenly a new thought 
forced itself into her numbed mind. Dominic I If he 
knew that she was here he would come and find her, and— 
everything would be quite all right- 

He will find me, she thought happily. He said he would 
always be there . . . and then, because she was utterly 
exhausted, she felt herself slipping back almost contentedly 
into blessed unconsciousness. 
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CHAPTER XXI 
1 

“ T'veb— wake up I For God’s sake wake up ! Tom— 

-L* give me that flask- Get out of the way. 

Bruiser, old man-” 

Something warm and wet touched her cheeks and she 
realised dimly that that was what had roused her in the first 
place. Then strong hands raised her, a pungent burning 
liquid ran down her throat, and when her heavy eyes 
opened she was aware first of a strong beam of light, then 
of the face she loved best in the world (how clearly she knew 
it in that moment) bent down to her. 

“ My love,” said Dominic. “ My little—dearest 
love-” 

“ Dearest-” she whispered in a faint echo. “ Dearest— 

dearest! I knew you would come-” 

Her arms went up, holding him closely, then his lips were 
on hers, and she took the memory of that kiss with her back 
into the drifting darkness. 


II 

“ Dominic—please stay with me. I’m—so cold.” 

“ My dearest heart—I am here-” The answer seemed 

to come from very far away, but Deb was conscious of warm 
hands on hers, drawing her, always drawing her towards a 
glowing light, and if she could only have thrust aside the 
thick white curtain that was shutting her away from it, she 
was sure that everything would be all right. If only she 
was not so sleepy- 

Then suddenly the sleepiness was gone. She opened 
her eyes and lay gazing about her. After a few moments 
her surroundings swam into perspective, and with a curious 
sense of surprise, which she could not quite understand, 
she found that she was lying in bed in her own room at 
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High tarn, a shaded lamp burning on the table beside her 
and firelight dancing on the ceiling. 

What a dreadful dream ! Behind her there seemed to lie 
a long vista of darkness and fear; she wrinkled her brows 
in an effort to remember—something terrible, but something 
very, very important, too. 

Then a figure blotted out the light, and she heard Cousin 
Amabel say : “ She’s awake.” 

“ Hello ! ” said Deb, her voice suddenly quite strong. 
“ What’s the matter ? ” for the older woman was bending 
over her and the tears were pouring down her face. 

“ My darling child—thank God ! ” 

" I don’t—quite know,” said Deb hesitatingly. “ Nice— 
and warm.” She put up a hand, touching her cousin’s damp 

cheek. “ Don’t cry. I-” and then, as she tried to move a 

pain shot through her left foot, and in a flashit all came back to 
her—the mountainside; the mist—her agony and helpless¬ 
ness, and—but she shut her mind determinedly against that. 

“ How—did you find me ? ” she asked, her wide eyes 
upon Mrs. Falcon’s face. 

“ I did not find you, my dear. It was Dominic—or 
rather his dog who found you.” 

“ Dominic 1 ” she exclaimed. " It was true—he was 

there-” Now she knew what it was she had wanted 

so hard to remember. 

Mrs. Falcon sat down beside the bed. “ Drink this. 
Deb,” she coaxed. “ I don’t think I should allow you to 
talk—the doctor will be coining back.” 

“ But I must talk.” Deb swallowed the mixture held to 
her lips obediently, and as Mrs. Falcon laid her back on 
the pillows, smiled up at her: “ What happened ? I’m 
quite all right—I—promise you.” 

That was what she had always said as a child when she 
wanted to be very emphatic; it brought the tears to the 
other’s eyes again. 

“ First,” urged Cousin Amabel, “ how did you get on 
the Crag at all ? Were you alone ? ” 

“ No, Clare was there—I went up—to her.” Deb’s hand 
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went out, catching her cousin's arm. “ Where is Clare-? ” 

“ Clare is—quite safe,” said Mrs. Falcon swiftly. If that 
statement turned out not to be true she felt it was com¬ 
pletely justified at the moment. “ Listen, dear,” she con¬ 
tinued quickly. “ Suppose you just tell me what happened.” 

And when Deb obeyed, sketching briefly what had 
occurred, but leaving certain things out, she listened, trying 
to keep her face from betraying her feelings. 

When she had finished her brief explanation Deborah 
added eagerly : 

“ We got separated—she lost her bearings in the mist, 
didn’t she ? ” 

“ I expect so, darling. But you will know all about that 
later—go to sleep now,” urged Cousin Amabel. 

“ But you must tell me how Bruiser and Dominic— 
you did say Dominic was there—I didn’t—just dream it ? ” 

“ Yes, Deb, he was there. If you will promise to keep 
quiet I will try and tell you what happened,” said Mrs. 
Falcon, sure that the girl would never rest until she knew. 

Bessie had told Cousin Amabel that Deb had gone to see 
Mrs. Thomson, and the older woman, really not feeling at 
all well, had taken some aspirin and gone to sleep until consid¬ 
erably after the usual dinner hour, having told Bessie she only 
wanted something very light before she settled down for the 
night. When Bessie came in to her the housekeeper had 
informed her it was a dreadful night and that she thought 
Miss Deb must have decided to stay at Crag Farm, but she 
was worried about Miss Brett, who hadn’t come in either. 

At once Mrs. Falcon had thought it extraordinary that 
Deb should not have telephoned. There was an extension 
in each of the bedrooms and she had rung Betsy-Anne at 
once to learn that Deb had left there just after six o’clock. 
Betsy-Anne and her husband had themselves been caught 
in the mist on their way home, and as Janey said Deb had 
gone by the lonely lower road, there had been instant panic. 

Mrs. Falcon, blaming herself bitterly, lost no time in 
getting on to Silverbum. Without even bothering to ask 
for Baraaby—who was, as it happened, staying away for 
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the night, having his own problem to think over and wishing 
to avoid his fiancee until he had solved it—she had told 
Wilson that she must speak to Dominic urgently. 

Within a very short time Dominic had a search party 
organised, which had been met by another already got 
together by Mr. Thomson, consisting of himself and some 
of the men who worked on the farm. And then the High- 
tarn* estate car had been discovered by Dominic on the 
road and, guided by some sixth sense, he decided to search 
the mountain, though Tom Thomson had insisted there 
was no reason for “ Miss Deb to have been daft enough to 
climb yon mountain 

It was Bruiser, the Boxer, who had scented the missing 
girl and his excited barking drew Dominic to the spot. 

Desperately he had clambered down to her ; she had 
been unconscious when they took her home, half dead 
from cold and pain. It was just a complete miracle that 
she should be alive now, and not heading for rheumatic 
fever or pneumonia, as the doctor told her later, adding : 

“ Do you know you haven’t any right to be alive 1 You 
must be a very tough young woman. ” But he knew there was 
more in it than that—and that the age of miracles was notpast. 

“ And now try to sleep, dear—you need rest and quiet,” 
urged Cousin Amabel. “ I am going down to Dominic-” 

“ Is he here ? ” asked Deborah quickly. 

“ Yes, darling.” In spite of all her upset and emotion, 
Mrs, Falcon, who had forgotten any ailments of her own was 
already regaining her usual calmness. “ But I don’t think 
you ought to see him now. He will be here in the morning.” 

“ Very well-” Somehow Deb found herself accepting 

that edict almost thankfully. A sudden new shyness came 
over her at the thought of meeting Dominic. And when 
Cousin Amabel, having tucked her up more securely and 
seen to the fire, took her departure for the present, she lay 
watching the dancing shadows on the wall opposite while 
the thudding of her heart seemed to fill the room. 

It had really happened l Out of all the horror of those 
lost hours one memory stood out in gold—Dominic’s arms 
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about her—his lips on hers, telling her more clearly than 
all the words in the world that he had not left his dream I 
behind ; that whatever the foolish mistake she had made | 
might do to both their lives, he loved her—as she loved him ' 
Blind idiot! shethought. It must always have been Dominic. 
But what was the use of knowing that now—when she 
was engaged to Barnaby ? ’ 

Fortunately the question was blurred as the sedative she 
had been given took effect. 

It would have to be dealt with—but now she was too 
sleepy to think any more, and as her eyes closed for a 
further blessed period the troubled problems of yesterday 
and to-morrow faded away. 


hi 

r 

Dominic, standing by the window of the library at High- s 
tarn the next morning, turned as the telephone rang, and * 
going to the desk, picked up the instrument. \ 

Tom Thomson’s voice came across the wire. “ Thomson I 
speaking—that is you, Mr. Dominic ? ” t 

“ Yes, Tom-’’ 5 

“ Aye. They told me you stayed at Miss Deb’s last ’ 
night. I thankfully met the doctor this morning, and he [ 
told me she was doing fine.” I 

“ Yes, thank God. Any news, Tom ? ” 

" We’ve combed the Crag, sir—not a trace. I’m afraid , 
we’ll have to drag the tarn.” i 

“ Good Lord, she wouldn’t be in there ! ” exclaimed ) 
Dominic. “ She went down —she was with Miss Deb.” 

“ Odd, isn’t it ? There’s nowhere for her to take shelter * 
that we wouldn’t know of. Harold Wilson’s got it in hand 

now. Maybe he can find her-” Harold Wilson was 

the local constable, another relative of Betsy-Anne’s. 

“ Tell Wilson to let us know at once if he finds any sign 
of her,” said Dominic. “ The mystery must be cleared 
up as soon as possible.” 1 

His face was grim as he rang off, and at that moment 
Mrs. Falcon came into the room. 
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“ Was that—anyone particular ? ” she asked. 

“ Thomson. There’s no sign of Clare.” 

She gave him an alarmed look. “ Where can she have got to? 
Why on earth did she ever go up there ? I—daren’t tell Deb.” 

Heaven knew! He could only feel it was like Clare to bring 
trouble ; he had always felt a premonition that she would. 

“ Don’t tell Deb yet.” He turned towards the fire, 
where the Boxer lay stretched out luxuriously, no one to 
say him nay after the good work he had done. His son 
was up in Deb’s room now, curled in his basket, and, being 
young and innocent, probably wishing his mistress would 
get up and take him for a walk. 

Outside the rain had stopped, but there was more to 
come; the summer seemed suddenly to have departed. 

But where was Clare ? 

The question was in both their minds, and sitting down, 
Mrs. Falcon said unhappily : 

“ I never liked the girl, but I still cannot understand how 
she could have left Deb like that. It seems as though 

something must have happened to her-” She broke off 

as a van came up the drive and passed the window. 

“ That’s a strange van. I wonder-” 

She broke off, listening, then as Annie’s voice, exclaiming 
loudly, reached them from the hall, both Cousin Amabel 
and Dominic started towards the door. 

“ That girl will disturb Deb 1 ” Mrs. Falcon's frown 
deepened. 

Dominic was already half-way across the room when the 
door opened. 

“ Clare ! ” Mrs. Falcon was on her feet. " Where have 
you been—what happened to you ? ” 

“ I went up to the tarn,” said Clare, speaking very 
quickly. “ It was a mad thing to do—the mist came on 
and I missed the path coming down. I—I wandered about 
for hours, and when it lifted I found I had completely lost 
myself. Finally I got down and found myself near that 
empty cottage on the Keswick Road. I was so exhausted 
that I went in, glad of any shelter. Then I must have 
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fallen asleep. I woke and feeling faint and ill I started 
to try to walk home. A van picked me up—the man was 
a stranger, but he gave me a lift, and—here I am.” 

There was a moment’s silence. Some quality in it made 
Clare, who had dropped her face into her hands, look up, 
glancing from one of her companions to the other. Before 
Dominic’s coldly penetrating gaze hers shifted and dropped, 
but it was Mrs. Falcon who spoke. 

“ And what about Deborah ? ” 

“ D-Deborah ? ” Clare stammered. 

Cousin Amabel had risen, and there was something very 
formidable about her. “ Yes, Deb,” she said with un¬ 
conscious drama. “ Your cousin, who was left to die on 
the mountainside-” 

“ Are you—crazy ? ” asked Clare, going, if possible, paler 
than she had been before. And then, her voice rising : 

“ Has something happened to Deb ? Isn’t she—is she- 

“ Deborah is safe, and, thank heaven, will soon be well. 
But we do not have to thank you for that—do we, Clare ? ” 
said Mrs. Falcon with deceptive quietness. “ Apparently 
you did not tell anyone—or try to get help for her when 
you found yourself safe, You have not even mentioned to 
us that she was with you.” 

“ With—me-? ” Clare stared at her. But she knew 

already the fatal, ghastly mistake she had made. Why had 
she not chosen the story of having got separated from Deb 
in the mist, and having wandered about searching for her, 
until she herself was completely lost! The rest would have 
fitted in. Only—she had been so sure that they would not 

have found the other girl—not yet. Or-—if they had-1 

“ Yes, with you.” All Mrs, Falcon’s dislike and distrust 
of Clare had crystallised, sharpening her mind, showing 
her what as yet Dominic hesitated to allow himself to 
recognise—the treachery behind that glib, half-lying story. 
“ You knew she had fallen—you must have known it. 
Why did you not go back to her ? Did you,” Cousin 
Amabel pointed an accusing finger, “ come away and 
deliberately leave her—- ? ” 
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However determined she might have been to carry this 
ttijng off, Clare was not the kind of hardened criminal who 
can cold-bloodedly arrange a crime and feel nothing what¬ 
ever about it. What she had done yesterday had been bom 
of an impulse which marked the final break of her morale 
after weeks of mounting jealousy, and the fear that Barnaby 
meant, after all, to “ leave her flat ”—her love for him had 
become like some wild storm which destroys every obstacle 
in its path; it was an obsession, a madness. 

After she had finally gained the road last night and rushed 
for some way blindly along it, she had realised what she had 
done and the full meaning of it. Then, if she had been quite 
sane, she would have gone back, or gone for help. For a 
little while she had been tom apart, urged by one side of her 
to attempt to undo her cruel act. Once she had turned to 
retrace her steps ; and the wind, and the, by then, pouring 
rain seemed determined to defeat her, and so she had gone 
on—not caring where. It was true that she had been utterly 
exhausted and glad of any shelter. 

Then, sure Deb must be dead, she determined to cover up 
her part in what had happened. After all, no one would 
know she had even seen her cousin—no one would have 
thought of Deb following her. 

If Deb had not already been found and told her own 
version, Clare’s might have been believed. But the one 
thing she had not counted on had happened—Deb had been 
rescued and already partly told her story. 

Facing Mrs. Falcon, conscious of Dominic watching so 
intently, Clare knew that she had betrayed herself. 

It was all she could do to keep her self-control; it added 
to her fear to know how near it was to deserting her. For 
months she had lived on the edge of a precipice, and if she 
broke now she would go over it to disaster. How was she 
going to save herself ? She clenched her hands, desperately 
trying to clear her mind, to think of some explanation. 

Although in reality that silence was only a very brief one, it 
seemed to the three people in the room to last for a long 
time. 
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Then, meeting Dominic’s cold eyes, seeing the accusation 
in them, she burst into hysterical sobs. 

“ Don’t look at me like that I ” she cried. “ I didn’t 
mean to leave her, I—couldn’t help myself. I know I 
—ought to have fetched help—I—I meant to, but it was 
dark and the rain and mist blinded me. And this morning 
I—I suppose I finally lost my head—panicked. I thought I 
should be blamed—that she was sure to be dead and I dared 
not tell you all I had—been with her ” 

“ You thought that when Deb was finally found there 
would be no chance of her ever bearing witness against 
you ? ” Quiet, lazy Cousin Amabel seemed to have turned 
into an avenging angel, and just as suddenly Clare was terrified 
of her. She made a desperate effort not to show her fear as she 
faced the older woman—the tears which were genuine because 
they were bom of her fear and rage, pouring from her 
eyes. 

“ You’ve no right to look at me like that,” she repeated. 
“ I did not leave her—purposely. Why should I do such 
a thing ? No one can do anything in such a mist—I’ve gone 
crazy thinking about her. I tell you I thought she was 
there.” She flung a furtive look from one of her com¬ 
panions to the other. “ I love Deb-” 

But Mrs. Falcon was beyond any subterfuge; she was 
sure that if the girl she loved as her own child was to be 
safe in the future she must speak out. 

“ You hate Deb,” she said clearly. “ Do you think that I 
have not seen it during these years ? Watched you and 
known you for what you are, vilely ungrateful—treacherous 
—eaten up with jealousy.” 

“ You wicked horrible old woman,” Clare almost shrieked. 
“ A nice one to accuse me of jealousy 1 When you have 
hated me being here—in case I got something you thought 
you ought to have-” 

“ For heaven’s sake ! ” exclaimed Dominic. “ Is this the 
time for these recriminations-” 

“ No, it is not,” Cousin Amabel was calm and dignified. 
“ But I think you have learnt enough in this last quarter of 
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an hour, Dominic, to realise that Clare Brett should leave 
this house at once.” 

“ Turned out by you ? ” demanded Clare. “ I won't go. 
This is Deb’s house—only Deb shall tell me to go. And 
I'm going to her now—before any of you have the chance to 
tell her everything that happened. I’ll tell her how 
frightened I was. Deb will understand—Deb will believe 

me -” Almost beside herself she made a rush towards the 

door, but Dominic caught her by the arm, pulling her back. 

“ No, you don’t,” he said firmly. “ Deb is in no state to 
hear what has happened from you or anyone else. If she 
must give the final judgment it will not be for a few days. 
Meanwhile if you have a shred of decency in you, go to your 

room and keep quiet. As soon as the doctor-” He 

stopped with a stab of relief as the library door opened and 
the doctor came in. 

Clare had quite collapsed now and flung herself in a 
paroxysm of hysterical cries and tears on to the carpet. 

“ Hello, doctor,” said Dominic, looking at the writhing girl 
with cold dislike, “ you seem to have arrived just in time.” 


CHAPTER XXII 

I 

S ince Deb believed Clare had been already safely in the 
house and the servants had strict orders to say nothing 
to her, there was no need to mention her cousin’s return. 

Mrs. Falcon told Deb, when she asked about the other girl 
next, that Clare wasnot very well and was keeping to her room. 

It was late afternoon before Barnaby came back to the 
village and heard the current story of what had happened. 

By now his mind was fully made up on the line he meant 
to take; the time had come when he would have to break 
with Clare, and if she made herself really unpleasant then it 
would be her word against his. He was sure Deb would 
believe him, and in any case if she did what he wanted her to ' 
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do, it would be too late for Clare to make more than token mis¬ 
chief. Nothing if not ingenuous, he had decided to persuade 
Deborah to go to London for a few days, to meet her there 
and get married by special licence; telling no one until it was 
an accomplished fact. After all, he insisted to himself, he was 
terrifically fond of Deb; there was no reason why with Clare 
out of the way, they should not make a terrific go of things. 

And yet at the back of it all there was a pull he could not 
entirely ignore. Keen on material security as he was, he 
knew deep in that selfish heart of his that however “ fond ” 
he might be of Deb, Clare’s hold on him would never be 
entirely loosened. She had lit a flame in him which no 
other girl ever had, or ever would come near to kindling. 
That was why she must go right out of his life, because while 
she was there, there would always be the danger of his mak¬ 
ing what he called “ a complete fool ” of himself. 

For unless he married Deb his last chance of inheriting 
Silverburn would go. Why, Dominic might even get her 
in the long run 1 

No—it was too bad it was Deb and not Clare who had 
old Trevor’s money. Good heavens! he believed he 
would almost have foregone Silverburn if Clare had owned 
Deb’s fortune. 

But these things happened, and after all neither he nor Clare 
was born for love in a cottage. Yet they could have given 
each other what neither of them would give anyone else-- 

Poor Clare I he thought. Too bad ! But then he couldn’t 
have let Deb down—she was so crazy about him 1 Never¬ 
theless, Deb was rather used to having her own way—when 
they married she would have to come to heel a bit. 

He was, however, genuinely upset over Deb’s experience 
and rushed to Hightarn to tell her so, only to find that 
doctor’s orders were strictly that she should see no one for 
two days. And when at the end of that time he came again, 
Bessie, who was thoroughly disapproving over his not having 
been on the spot at the right moment, welcomed him sourly. 
Yes—he could see Miss Deb, if she wasn’t resting. 

Left in the library Barnaby paced the floor restlessly. 
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When he had learned that Clare and Deb had been together 
on that fateful evening he had received another shock, but 
though Dominic had not spared Clare, saying that she could 
at least have made more attempt to get help, Barnaby had 
denied that there could be any malice in that. 

" Good Lord, the poor girl must have been half off her 
head 1 ” he had protested. “ Hang it—fair’s fair 1 ” 

When Bessie came back now to tell him that Deb was ready 
to see him and stalked upstairs again to announce him, he asked: 

“ Is Miss Brett ill ? ” 

“ She’s not all that well,” said Bessie, “ but she’ll be reet 
in a day or two. She’s got a bad cold. Doctor’s orders are 
—bed till he comes again. She’s a bad patient if ever there 
was one—lying there saying she doesn’t care if she had never 
come back.” 

Again Barnaby felt a pang which was the nearest to guilt 
he had ever come. But before he was really sorry for Clare, 
he had to find out if she had said anything she should not 
have done (from his point of view !) to Deb. 

Deb was in the tiny sitting-room next door to her bedroom 
where, because she had begged so hard to be allowed to get 
up, she had been moved this morning. 

Lying on a sofa in front of the small fire which the drop in 
the temperature outside and the continuous rain made a 
pleasant necessity, she turned her head as Barnaby came in. 

In a moment he was kneeling beside her, his arms about 
her. “ Deb, my precious 1 What have you been doing ? 
And whatever induced you and Clare to go climbing ? ” 

He did not notice that it was her cheek that met his lips. 
Then forcing a smile, her hands against his breast holding 
him back, she told him : 

“ There’s no harm done, Barney. Except a small bone in 
my ankle—they thought it was only a sprain at first—I’ll 
be as good as ever in a few days.” 

“You won’t! But as soon as you are, it’s an end to 
leaving you about to get into trouble—you and I are going 
to be married, young woman. Very quickly.” 

“ Are we ? We’ll talk about that when there isn’f a 
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question of my limping to the altar,” she answered. " Sit 
in that chair, and tell me how you are. Sorry, Barney,” 
she added, meeting his anxious look, “ but I’m all bruises, 
and—it hurts to be touched.” 

“ My poor darlingl And you said there was no harm done.” 

“ Well, don’t let's talk about it,” she said. “ I—just 
want to forget it.” 

He gave her a puzzled, decidedly troubled look. Had 
Clare been making mischief ? Somehow this wasn’t the 
Deb he had always known. 

“ You know, darling,” he said, “ I’ve been nearly 
frantic, but they wouldn’t let me near you. And to think I 
was away when you were lost. Y ou ’re not—angry with me?” 

“ Of course not,” she told him quickly. “ How did you 
know I was going to get mislaid on the mountain ? ” 

He frowned. “I’d rather not have left the finding of you 
to Dominic.” 

“ Where would I have been without him ? ” she asked 
quietly. 

“I know. I’m eternally grateful.” He bent forward, taking 
her hand. “ Darling, I can’t tell you how dreadful I have 
felt. And—I was so afraid things had gone wrong between 
us. Deb—if I lost you it would be the finish for me. Just 
that.” 

She looked at the fire. “ Why should you be likely to lose 
me ? 

That was reassuring anyway 1 But he did not feel his 
visit was exactly a success. Deb was so quiet. When, be¬ 
cause she seemed to tire so quickly, he had taken his leave, he 
reassured himself by remembering that she had undergone a 
really gruelling experience, and it would take her more than 
a few days to recover from it. 

But Deborah, watching the fire through a mist of bitter 
tears, remembered his unhappy-sounding: If I lost you now 
that would he the finish for me. 

Oh, what a fool I’ve been I she thought. What have I done 
to us all! And then: If only I could see Dominic just once. 

But Dominic had not been near her, and in the following 
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days while he still kept away it seemed too plain that he was 
avoiding her. 

Had she dreamt those wonderful moments of complete 
revelation ? Was that one kiss all she must ever have to 
remember—and perhaps that was just a figment of delirium. 

That it was not she grew more certain as he kept away. 

Clare undoubtedly had a touch of bronchitis, and because 
Deb was very lame there was no question of her going to see 
her cousin. Indeed she dreaded their next meeting, for try 
as she would to put it from her mind, she could not forget. 
She had to tell herself that she might easily be mistaken, 
that Clare could have slipped, caught hold of her to save her¬ 
self, let go too abruptly—but in her heart she knew differ¬ 
ently. And when she and Clare met again, Clare would 
know that she knew. 

Then Deb would tell herself again it couldn’t be true; 
that she was disloyal and cruel. Who had Clare to look to 
but her ? To send her away was impossible. 

Yet—there was Bamaby, and if Clare wanted to go- 

In sleepless nights Deb went over it all, and then it would 
be wiped out by the sudden torturing knowledge of how the 
days were passing, and at the end of the month Dominic 
was going away. 

Oh 1 he couldn’t go without seeing her. 

Dominic’s arms about her, his lips on hers; that thrilling, 
wonderful note in his voice when he had called her his little 
love 1 Dream or reality, she knew she would never be the 
same again ; she was a changed, a different girl from the one 
who had set out for Crag Farm on that fateful day. Such a 
very different girl from the immature child who had remem¬ 
bered another kiss and shaped her life on the belief that it 
had meant everything to her. 

“ Life and the world, and mine own self 
Are changed, for a dream’s sake.” 

She thought miserably, lying on the settee by the drawing¬ 
room fire ten days later: I shall never be sure of myself 
again. I don’t even seem capable erf making decisions any 
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more. I was too sure of myself before, and now—she passed 
a hand wearily across her forehead, staring into the fire. 

Surely Bamaby must sense the change in her ? Sense above 
all her lack of response to any attempt of his to gain the warm 
response she had once given him. She only realised now 
how more and more difficult to respond to his love-making 
it had been for a long time now.—in fact, ever since he had 
told her what only Dominic himself should have told her. 

Why didn’t I guess then that if Dominic had only told me 
himself—long before, I should have known it was he who 
really mattered ? That question refused to be ignored. 

But would she have known it—blinded as she had been by 
a handful of stardust in her eyes, and her young inexperienced 
belief that a first kiss must matter more than any other ? 

Blinded too, by Barnaby’s facile charm, by the belief he 
had instilled in her that he was the victim of cruel circum¬ 
stances and no one really understood him. Only she was 
still too generous to let herself think like that. 

She faced the humiliating fact that she had walked into that 
engagement deliberately, believing her eyes to be wide open. 
And to break it now would mean destroying all the security 
which her promise to marry his brother had made Dominic 
build up for Bamaby—for her sake. 

Even if she broke her word to Barnaby she could never 
marry Dominic. Soon he would be going away, and that 
might make things easier for him, but for herself, left behind 
here, faced with a decision she had not the courage to take, 
there seemed no escape. 

A bitter little sigh escaped her. One must stand by one’s 
mistakes, but who had any chance of being happy in the 
long run ? Dominic, who would go all through his life 
alone ? Herself—married to a man to whom she could never 
give more than an affection which was already thin enough 
for her to have learned to glimpse his faults too clearly ? 
Clare-——? 

Bamaby was the only person who looked like coming 
through. But there was one thing on which she was deter¬ 
mined. If he got Silverburn through marrying her he would 
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keep it for ever, and treat it as the sacred trust it would be. 

For a long time she watched the dancing flames, and then 
gradually she fell asleep. 


CHAPTER XXIII 
1 

W hile Deborah still slept before the drawing-room fire 
Clare came out of her room and made her way across 
the upper landing to the top of the stairs. 

It had been arranged that she should go down and gradually 
begin to resume her normal life the next day, but she felt 
very restless, and the confined space of the four walls in which 
she had spent this last week seemed suddenly unbearable. 
She had been too much shut up with thoughts that, as she 
grew stronger, tortured her afresh. 

For a few moments she paced up and down the broad 
landing, and then, making up her mind abruptly, she went 
slowly downstairs. It did not seem to matter whether it was 
to-day or to-morrow. The house was very warm and through 
the partly open library door the inviting glow of a log fire 
came out. It wanted weeks yet to what the folk hereabouts 
knew as “ back end ”, but the summer had gone. 

Sick of her own society Clare pushed the door wide and 
went into the room. 

Only the electric sconces above the mantlepiece added to 
the brilliant glow of the fire, but as the man sitting smoking a 
cigarette beside it turned his head, Clare’s heart missed a beat 
and went racing on. 

“ Barnaby-” she almost ran forward. 

His face was in shadow, and even if his quick dismay at this 
meeting had been reflected in his expression she would not 
have seen it. 

Then he had gone half-way to meet her and her hands were 
in his. 

“ Clare I I thought you were an invalid 1 ” 
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“ I’m not supposed to be down until to-morrow.” She 
glanced round the room. “ Where’s Deb ? ” 

“ I thought Annie said she was in here. I expect she has 
gone upstairs again, I was just going to send to find out,” 
She said breathlessly : “ Oh ! I’ve been longing to see you. 
You—didn’t even send me a line.” 

“ How could I, my dear ? ” he asked, the lightness of his 
tone turning a knife in her, even while she admitted : 

“ I suppose you couldn’t. But—it’s been ghastly. I was 
wondering if you had forgotten me. And knowing you were 
seeing Deb- 

“ I wouldn’t say Deb was enchanted by my society,” he 
said. “ But she has had a dreadful experience—so for that 
matter have you. What happened ? ” 

So Deb—even if she had suspected—had said nothing 1 
And Mrs. Falcon and Dominic had not tried to blacken her. 
She did not realise it was because there was a truce on as far 
as Cousin Amabel was concerned, in case Deb was upset. 
And Dominic felt she—Clare—was ill, and was hardly the 
type to hit when anyone was down. Besides, he only knew 
she had not gone for help—not that Deb might still have 
reached safety that evening if it had not been for Clare. 
She drew a breath of relief ; somehow she felt that Barnaby 
might riot have been very easy to convince that Deb’s fall 
had been an accident. He might have remembered what 
an interest she had in—removing Deb. 

She said quickly : “ Aren’t you—going to kiss me after all 
this time ? ” 

He had meant to tell her bluntly that it was all over, but 
seeing how ill she looked, compassion—and that stronger 
emotion she was capable of rousing in him—got in the way. 

” And if someone comes, my sweet ? ” he asked. 

“ Oh 1 Barney, don’t be so horribly careful.” She moved 
close to him, drawing his face down to hers, “ Do you still 
love me ? Have you forgiven me ? I—didn’t rat on you.” 

Hekissed the pleading upturned lips briefly. Then, forget¬ 
ting all his resolutions, drew her dose, crushing his mouth on 
hers. Then : “ Clare—this madness must stop,” he told her 
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harshly. “ You know it. There’s no hope for us-” 

“ Oh darling,” her hands clung to his shoulders, " I can’t 
bear it. I’ve had too much time to think lately—and—it’s 
killing me.” 

He tried to put her from him. “ Then don’t think, 
poppet.” 

She winced, clinging closer, looking up into the handsome 
face that was her world. 

“ How can you,” she asked. “ Have you no heart--? ” 

“ Too much,” he assured her, trying to speak lightly. 
“It gets—distributed.” • 

But she was in no mood for banter, and longing for 
reassurance she broke out: “You won’t marry her in the 
end, will you ? Promise me again that you won’t ? ” 

A flash of impatience flared up in him. Had she no 
common sense ? “For heaven’s sake, Clare 1 ” He tried now 
to loosen those clinging hands. 

But tightening her clasp she broke out, that dammed-back 
tide of emotion bursting its way through : 

“ You were so angry with me. You said such cruel 
things the last time I saw you. It drove me nearly insane. 
I thmk I was a little mad—because I went to the tarn and 
—I wouldn’t have cared if I’d fallen in and no one had picked 
me out.” 

“ Don’t be silly,” he said sharply. 

“ I’m not. But if you do marry Deb I will drown my¬ 
self-” 

“ Don’t be a fool t ” Forgetful of any possible interrup¬ 
tion he caught her by the elbows making her face him while 
he spoke slowly and convincingly. “ Listen, Clare, if you 
go on this way we’ll have to say good-bye. Be sensible. 
Face it now—however much I may care for you—and I’m 
not saying that if things had been different I wouldn’t have 
asked you to marry me, and whatever happens you’ll hold 
something of me no one else ever will—but I’ve got to marry 
Deb, and you’ve got to bear it-” 

“ Oh no, she has not I ” said a quiet voice from the door¬ 
way. 
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With a sharp cry the other two drew apart and turning 
simultaneously, saw Deborah watching them. 

“ Deb-” Barnaby moved towards her, but almost 

before she could wave him back Clare was facing her, her 
dark eyes alight with triumph. 

“ Now you know at last how much he cares for you ! ” 
she exclaimed triumphantly. '“You think you can have 
everything, but you’ve never really had Barnaby—and I never 
meant you to from the first-” 

Too angry to care what he did Barnaby thrust her roughly 
aside. 

“ Don’t listen to her, darling, for heaven’s sake I ” he 
pleaded. “ She isn’t sane. She—I’ve had to humour her. 

Good heavens, didn’t I tell you-” Something in Deb’s 

eyes stopped him. 

“ You’ve told me—all sorts of things,” she said. “ Oh, 
Barney,” there was pain as well as contempt in her voice, 
“ what a rotter you are 1 All right, Clare—don’t cry. 
Fm glad I heard too. I never thought I’d—deliberately 
listen to—something I was not meant to hear. But—you 
weren’t talking very quietly and the door was open. Stop cry¬ 
ing, Clare,” her voice crispened. “ You’re welcome to him. 
'\fje is all yours from now on.” And taking the ring Barnaby 
h38 hgjye p-he r from her finger, she laid it on a nearby table. 

“ Deb, ymbpan’t—you can’t let me down like this. Deb 
dear-” he caught hold of her. 

Up to that moment she had felt very little, except a curious 
pity for Clare, but at his touch all her indignation blazed. It 
was very much the old Deb who shook him off, her eyes blazing. 

" Don’t touch me-1 ” 

From the hall Annie’s excited voice announced: “ Mr. 
Cardross, Miss Deb——” 

“ Dominic-1 ” she almost ran to him. And then pull¬ 

ing herself up : “ Don’t look—so surprised. I’ve just broken 
my engagement to Barnaby—that’s all.” 

< IX 

Would she really have married him rather than let him lose 
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the fruits of Dominic’s generosity, or break her given word ? 

Deborah knew, with a cold, frightened reaction at the 
bottom of her heart, that only the drastic discovery of the 
double game Barnaby had been playing had freed her from 
any feeling of responsibility towards him. 

But oh ! how dreadful if she had foitnd out afterwards 
about him and Clare—that he had taken the other girl’s 
heart and played with it like a cat plays with a mouse. And 
yet she herself had heard him say that he had given Clare 
something no other girl would ever have. 

Even now, what hurt was not Bamaby’s deflection; Deb’s 
strong sense of justice told her that since her own freedom 
was such a great gift she could not bear him any grudge ; 
what hurt was the knowledge she had at last to face 
that Clare hated her. In their last interview her cousin had 
left her no shred of illusion—and even then Deborah re¬ 
fused to let her go back penniless to the kind of life from 
which she had been rescued. Perhaps the meanest thing 
Clare did was to accept the money which would keep her in 
average comfort, from the girl who had treated her with such 
unparalleled generosity. 

Mrs, Falcon had protested vigorously, but Dominic had 
said nothing. He knew Deb—and the more he knew of her 
the better he loved her. 

And yet, except to discuss this business in an oddly imper¬ 
sonal way, they Had not met since Clare went. 

Three days now and he would be gone. Even if it turned 
out to be only for a few months, she wondered if he would 
go without saying the things she longed to hear. 

But she had a growing fear that he never could have called 
her “ his little love ”, that it must have been an hallucination. 

Sitting at the desk in the library where she had been trying 
to get some order out of a chaotic mass of papers that seemed 
to have accumulated since Clare’s illness and departure, she 
suddenly flung her arms across the table, burying her head 
in them. Everything seemed in as much muddle as those 
papers, and she wondered if she would ever get her life 
right. 
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Then a hand was laid on her shoulder and she sta 
to find Dominic beside her. 

“ Deb,” he exclaimed. “ You’re not crying ? ” 

She shook her head. “ I don’t cry—much.” 

He said : ** You must never cry—at all. Nc 
Bamaby—or that wretched girl.” 

“ Not over Bamaby,” she agreed. “ But—what’s 
to happen to him ? ” 

“ Bamaby falls on his feet—always,” Dominic i 
her. “ He tells me he is off to Singapore. And—tf 
ready for a shock ? ” 

“ Yes-” but she looked at him anxiously. 

" He and Clare Brett were married in London yes 
—heaven help her I ” 

“ Will they ever be happy ? ” she asked, curiously wr 

He shrugged his shoulders. “ Probably not. But 
idea he will stick to her.” 

It was a strange ending. 

She rose, biting back a sigh- “ And—in a few da 
will be off to Bermuda——” 

There was a pause. Then: “ That depends,” s t 
Dominic. 

“ I could—put it off until next winter. If there was 
chance of my not going alone-” i 

Her breath caught; as she raised her eyes to his her heart, 
was fluttering like a bird’s wings. 

“ My little love,” said Dominic, and taking her in hie arms 
kissed the lips that had been almost frozen when they first 
told him her secret. 

How warm they were now beneath bis own, how full of 
promise—how generously surrendered. 1 

There would be so much to say later, but now words were 
not necessary. 

They had found each other; they belonged for ever, 
One dream had, come_,tj?u^ -n.»l Library 




